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CHAPTER I. 

THE TRADITIONS OF THE PORTRAIT GALLERY. — 

THE TEMPTER BAFFLED. 

^' Ah ! le charmant caprice I Te voilk ma belle Rose 
de Lancastre dans le costume de Fran9ois I.^ et 
vraiment I c'est notre tourelle da cMteau de Blois I 
Ah I le joli caprice — ^tu portes im faucon au poing — 
tu as I'air de suivre avec tes beaux yeux la cliasse 
au baut du cieL Oh, si j'^tais jeune encore, fort, et 
dispos pour suivre la chasse aux bords de la Loire, 
avec la duchesse — la soeur ang^lique — et la belle 
Rose de Lancastre I ^ 

These exclamations escaped the Due de Chateller- 
ault, as, leaning on the arm of the duchess and on his 
cane, he stood, somewhat bent forwards, in the centre 
of a group opposite the portrait of Lady Mabel. The 

VOL. in. 41 



^ 



2 SCABSDALE. 

group also comprised Sir Ghiy Scarsdale and his 
daughter. Lord Pendleborough, and M. Malvoisin, 
who had joined, as we shall see, the party at Scars- 
dale Hall. The whole conversation which ensued was 
in French, but we shall only slightly indicate in our 
translation what was the form of expression used. 

^* That is the portrait of an ancestress, duke, not of 
my daughter," said Sir Guy Scarsdala ** She was 
at the court of Mary of Scots when Mary became 
Reine-Dauphine, having accompanied her father, 
John Erskine of Dun, one of the commission sent 
by the Scotch Parliament to represent them at the 
marriage with the Dauphin of France.'* 

" Ah ! she was then the friend of ^ the four Marys 
of Scotland,' who formed the entowrage of * La belle 
Reine-Dauphine.' She was the intimate of Ronsard 
and of Du Bellay. Was she long a familiar in that 
court — the most elegant and joyous, but it must also be 
confessed, une des plus rellU^h^es de toute I'Europe ? " 

*'No, duke; she was present with her fether, 
Erskine of Dun, at all the festivities of the marriage 
of the beautiM but unfortunate Mary, and met at 
Blois Sir Juan Scarsdale, her fiitnre husband, tihen 
a chivalrous knight in the Hsts of the court 
tournaments, and afterwards a brave companion of 
Raleigh." 

The portrait of Sir Juan hangs on the opposite 
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THE FOBTBAIT GALLEBY. 3 

side^ dnchess;" saiid Mabel, wislting, yainlj, to 
draw the attention of the dnke from her ancestress. 

^La belle dame an &acon was then Protestant 
even in the regency of Marie de Gxiise! ^ 

^Eleven years had elapsed since Wishart had 
been burned by Cardinal Beaton, and two years 
since Enox, released from the work o{sl format in the 
galleys of France, had returned from his grievons 
exile. In that tiiAe he had made many converts 
imder the more tolerant policy of Mary of Lorrame, 
and among them was Mabel Erskine of Don, our 
ancestress." 

**But there is something strange— even super- 
natural — ^in the fascination of this portrait. I per- 
ceive,'' said the duke, examining the painting with 
care, '^ that it is an exquisite work of ancient art ; 
mais je suis tout boulevers^, for I have seen the 
original to-day. This charming Rose of Lancaster, 
if she would assimie the costume of Fran9ois I., 
could not be distinguished from the lady de la tourelle 
de Blois." 

" Take care, duke," said Mabel. ** If you have 
any dread of ghosts, the Lady Mabel haunts this 
house, and appears in any great crisis of our fortunes 
to warn us erf our foes." 

" Ah I you have touched my most rooted supersti- 
tion I A spectre which haunts my ch&teau in L& 
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4 SCABSDALE. 

Vendfe warns us when we wander from the traditions 
of our family. I have seen it several times myself. 
Une vieille dame^ tr^ maigre mais tr^ distingu^e^ 
vStue de brocart antique^ passes the foot of my bed^ 
and looks at me for a moment avec des sourcils 
fronc^s et im visage s^vfere." 

** Have you a portrait of this lady also ? '' asked 
Mabel. 

*' No — ^we have only the story of a lady of our 
house^ who laboured with a marvellous devotion 
during a long life, to restore the then ruined fortunes 
of our family." 

** Our Lady Mabel had a similar character," said 
Sir Guy Scarsdale. *' When her husband Sir Juan 
was absent with Raleigh she governed her household, 
educated her son, and greatly increased our wealth, 
both by her vigorous management of our estates, and 
by an alliance which she contracted for her son, which 
brought new possessions into our family. We say 
at Scarsdale, * Let the Lady sleep.* By this we mean 
that she is disturbed only by the menace of misfor- 
tune to our house. If any one, willingly or unwill- 
ingly, would mar the fortunes of our race, she comes. 
Or if we act imworthily of our name, she comes. 
That, at least, is the Scarsdale tradition." 

'^ Ah, then I am not so much surprised that the 
magic of this portrait moved me so much. The 
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resemblance to mademoiselle is perfect^ and the spirit 
of her ancestress must inspire the lady who has in- 
herited her wonderful beauty." 

*^But Miss Scarsdale wishes, duke, to show you 
the portrait of Sir Juan,** said the duchess, seconding 
Mabel's efforts. 

*'A la bonne heure, soeur ang^liquel It is not 
every day that one meets a sorceress as potent, to 
fascinate with her mysterious and supernatural influ- 
ences. This tradition has nothing in it surprising 
to me. For, notwithstanding my constitutional 
superstition, and the visits which notre vieille dame 
de Chatellerault has had the complaisance to make 
me after midnight from time to time, quand je 
marchais rapidement vers la mine de notre maison, I 
am a little rationalist— or, if you will, encyclopedist 
-and I say. Sir Ghiy, that if you had no tradition 
about the Lady Mabel, you ought to invent one for so 
remarkable an ancestress." 

"Now turn to Sir Juan, duke," said Sir Guy. 
'^ He was almost a lifelong companion of Raleigh, 
but re&sed to accompany him in his expedition to 
Guiana. Yet he visited Raleigh daily in the Tower, 
attended him to the Privy Council, and stood at his 
side when he perished on the scaffold.'' 

** Ah I ah I Then the brave English admiral was 
worthy of his lady, avec ses yeux beaux pleins de 
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myst&re. But Is he not also very like Raleighr— or is 
the resemblance in the beards the costnmey the cap 
with the plume, and the general contour of the 
features? " 

^' The likeness has often been commented on," said 
Sir Guy Scarsdale. 

^^ So you call this room the cabinet of the Lady 
Mabel? Your tradition <Bays, 'Let the Lady sleepJ 
But she returns to warn you of danger, to deter you 
from &tal paths, to terrify your secret enemies. Ah* 
c'est merveilleux. But have you a souterrain ? At 
my ch&teau in La Vend^ we have a tradition of a 
subterranean gallery. I — ^rationalist and curious — ^I 
explored it. I had it opened, and penetrated ev^i 
where it passed under the bed of a little river. La 
porte de sortie was found in a thicket in a wood, 
buried under a deep mound of d^hris. There were 
strong grilles de fer in the gallery, and one of oak 
bound with iron, and clenched with massive studs.^ 

^ There is a similar tradition about almost all old 
houses which have been fortified," said Sir Gruy. 
^< Doubtless to many of the keeps and piels of the 
English and Scotch border such ^ souterrains ' were 
attached* The remains of our ancient keep are 
probably the foundation of a similar tradition here» 
But Mr. Holte tells me that an old collier assured 
him on his death-bed that he had discovered the 
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mouth of a passage in a cove in Scarsdale Wood, and 
had cleaxned it from the fidlen shale which it pierced 
until he encountered a strong oaken door well bolted 
with iron studs, and apparently barred on the inner 
fflde. Mr. Holte had the coye searched, and found 
the mouth of a passage, but the shale had again 
Mleaa so as to block it up. He did not think it worth 
while io have it cleared.'' 

''Monsieur Tintendant was not encyclopedist 
enough. He was wrong. These secrets ought 
always to be unraveUed, for smugglers, robbers, and 
conspirators of any kind may discorer them, and, if 
you are ignorant, you cease to be safe in your own 
house. I urge you. Sir Guy, to have more curiosity 
and perseyeranoe than your intendant has shown." 

''I cannot but agree with the doke," said Mal- 
Toisin. ''A knowledge of these secret passages in 
old houses has sometimes given facilities to crime, 
and much more frequenfly aflForded an opportanity 
to work on superstitious apprehensions." 

'* In one of my manor houses," said Lord Pendle- 
borough, *' there are secret closets, with passages in 
the walls. One of them is called ' The priests hole.^ 
It is about the size of a monastic cell, and is lighted 
by a narrow slit, in an obscure comer of the buUd- 
ing ; the two others are quite dark, but ventilated by 
fines, which issue at gratings under the eaves." 
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"All these signs of past perils met by secret pre- 
cautions have an interest deepened by mystery^" said 
MabeL 

*^ Ah I la beUe rationaliste I " said the doke. " For 
myself; I have never trembled but in the presence of 
that ancient lady of Chatellerault. Philosophy is 
a breastplate of steel ; but when a reproach of con- 
science steals^ in the silence and gloom of midnight^ 
in a supernatural form, upon an iaterval of awakened 
consciousness, I, who am a noble of France, with the 
blood of a race of heroes in my veins, I suffer a 
horror as of death — a mortal agony of fear.** 

They passed out of the cabinet into the long 
gallery, in which hung a series of family pictures. 
The duke had an insatiable curiosity in all objects of 
art, archaeology, and antiquities illustrative of man- 
ners and domestic history. His collections had been 
one of the drains upon his exhausted revenues. He 
therefore proceeded slowly down the gallery, examin- 
ing each portrait, both as a work of art and as illus- 
trative of the dress and manners of the period, and as 
a clue to the family and county history. 

The duke was about forty-five years old, though 
he looked much older, with elegant features, and 
especially a symmetrical brow, delicate nose and lips, 
and large eyebrows, which hung over the caverns of 
his sunken eyes. The face, however, was pale and 
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wasted, thotigh lighted with a contmuaUy varying 
expression^ as well as by the flashes of his expressive 
eyes from their hollow sockets — ^now scintillating 
with humour^ now gleaming with an almost fierce 
penetration, and not seldom with a glare of im- 
patience. His attenuated frame was bent. He 
leaned on the duchess and on his cane — and still 
walked with pain. 

The duchess was tall, with a remurkably regular 
Grecian profile, and rounded lips and chin — ^the 
whole outline being one to charm a sculptor. The 
forehead was exquisitely smooth, but not broad, and 
the raven-black hair, parted with simplicity in the 
front, was gathered at the back of the head, except 
two long, jet-black ringlets, which fell on the full, 
well-rounded neck and shoulders. The eyes were 
tranquil, soft, and gentle ; and the skin transparent, 
but pale. She watched the duke with the tenderness 
of a daughter. 

After passing several other portraits, the duke's 
attention was arrested by a remarkable picture con- 
taining two figures. One had a great forehead 
shaded by grizzled hair ; and shaggy eyebrows, over 
thoughtful eyes, while a white beard did not wholly 
conceal firmly compressed lips. The other was the 
likeness of an ingenuous and energetic youth, whose 
large eyes beamed full of love and confidence upon 
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the old man's face. On the table between them lay 
a few books, with some geometrical and chemical 
instmments, and plans showing that one of their 
pursuits was strategy and fortification. 

^ This portrait," said the duke, ^ is in the style of 
one of the best Dutch masters, and doubtless some 
interesting fanrily tradition accompanies it" 

^^That is the portrait of Sir Hugh Scarsdale— 
every way a remarkable man,'' said Sir Guy. ** He 
was the personal friend of Hampd^, Fym, and 
Vane, and resolutely supported the popular party in 
their parliamentary contests with Charles the First" 

** But he has more the air of a profound, solitary 
linker," said the duke, ^^than of a soldier or of a 
statesman." 

^ The portrait was taken after he had retired from 
public life — ^wearied, perhaps disgusted with its con- 
tests. He belonged neither to the Puritan nor to the 
Presbyterian party. Yet he armed his dependants,^ 
and, aided by his personal friends, led a considerable 
force to the battle of Edge-hilL After this he was 
one of the most active opponents of Lord Strange in 
the north of England, where the king's party was ihe 
most powerful, having been organized there by Prince 
Rupert." 

** Ah I " said the duke, ** those compressed lips and 
those shaggy eyebrows ought to have told me that 
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the maps and plans were those of battles which he 
had fought." 

^Qne plan Is that of the battle of Marston Moor. 
Sir Hnf!^, driven from his own estates, had joined 
Sir Thomas Fairfax and Cromwell at York, suffered 
in the confasion of the Parliamentary cavalry when 
routed by the vigour of Lucas at Marston Moor, but 
raUied his retainers so as to flank the movements of 
OromweQ, whose forces turned the fortunes of the 
day. Tlie other plan shows the battle of Naseby, in 
which Sir Hugh commanded the Life Ghiard of Sir 
Thomas Fairfax, and encountered Prince Rupert, 
in the 'one charge more and we recover the day/ 
which the king had personally but fruitlessly 
directed.* 

«That stirs my blood!" said the duke. ''But 
how came such a gallant soldier and discerning 
statesman to wei^ the beard of a hermit, and turn 
philosopher?'* 

** When the king had been seized by Joyce, and 
bad become the prisoner of the Puritans," answered 
Sir Guy, "our anc^tor retired to his estates. He 
took no froiiher share either in the civil or military 
contests of the tima He even refrised to command the 
ParEamentary forces in Lancashire. After the king's 
death, he kept within his demesne, and devoted himself 
to scientific pursuits, and the education of his son." 
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'* That explains the picture, which truly embodies 
the whole history. But that great forehead, those 
deep thoughtful eyes, that ascetic look of research, 
and that white beard must have given your ancestor 
the reputation of an alchemist or wizard," said 
Malvoisin. 

"Tradition adds,** said Sir Guy, "that our keep 
was then perfect, and that Sir Hugh carried on his 
investigations as to the transmutation of metals in a 
chamber of the tower. At night, therefore, the 
light of his furnaces gleamed in a long level ray far 
over the country, and was an object of much super- 
stitious dread." 

" But what were the fortunes of the son ? " said the 
duchess. *' Trained by so learned and brave a father, 
and with such expressive features, it is impossible not 
to feel an interest in his fate." 

" This is Sir Ralph's own portrait as a man," said 
Sir Guy. "After the Lady Mary married the 
Prince of Orange, Sir Ralph, having succeeded his 
father, lived chiefly at the court, or in the camp of 
the stadtholder, partaking in the counsels of that 
group of able Englishmen by whom the Prince was 
attended, and accompanying him in all the perils of 
the war of resistance to the ambition of Louis XIV." 

" A career to train a great general or a minister of 
state," said the duke. 
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** Sir Ralph became one of the commanders of the 
Royal Guard after the Revolution of 1688 ; but he 
had no relish for the intrigues of the Catholic and 
Protestant parties^ and soon returned to his estates^ 
only to emerge for a time from the life of a 
country gentleman, to join William in his expedition 
to Ireland.** 

^^ What is this inscription which I perceive on the 
frame of the picture ? " asked the duke. 

** The portrait was presented to our family by the 
neighbouring Catholic gentry for service done to 
them by Sir Ralph* The inscription refers to the 
following circumstances. Warrants had been issued 
against many Lancashire gentlemen for a conspiracy 
to aid King James in a descent upon England. Sir 
Ralph rode from mansion to mansion, and in private 
interviews with the suspected satisfied himself, that 
Sir John Trenchard was acting on the information of 
villains, who had never been trusted by the Catholic 
party. From the voluntary statements of the gentry, 
he learned the exact nature of their connection with 
the court of St. Germains. Armed with this informa- 
tion, he went to Hampton Court with such despatch, 
that one of his horses died on the way. The king 
"heard all that he pleaded impassively. Then, when 
Sir Ralph ceased, his majesty opened a bureau, and 
put into his hands intercepted letters, in the writing 
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of his friends, which proved their correspondeBce with 
James, though they fell short of implicatiiig them in 
lihe plot of an immediate invasion. The statements 
of Sir Ralph and the information derived from the 
letters tallied so completely, that William permitted 
snch gentlemen as had escaped arrest to keep out of 
the way unsought for, until the storm had blown avesr, 
provided they were willing to give ihdr parole as 
gentlemen, to attempt nothing against his autlioniy 
within the realm or elsewhere." 

^ Duchess, this story resembles yery much coie of 
our own traditions of the wars of the Fronde, always 
bearing in mind that we were more truculent and 
vindictive to our heretics than this King William with 
his phlegm from the marshes of Holland." 

^^ Sir Ralph seemed to understand the king's 
humour, for when he asked William not to consider 
him undutifril or unloyal, if he attended such of his 
neighbours as were under arrest on thdr trial, his 
majesty laconically answered, ^ No Scarsdale can be 
disloyal, and their sense of honour is a safe guide*' 
Accordingly, Sir Ralph, amidst the cheers^ of the 
people, who were deeply incensed against the ministry^ 
rode into Manchester with the prisoners when they 
were brought to trial, and attended them in court 
His personal influence chiefly prevented the wit- 
nesses against them from being torn to pieces by the 
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mob. The knavery ofthemformfiTswaa exposed:- 
they were prosecuted by the goyemment: and the 
afiGEur was brought before the House of Commons : 
the Jacobites had an apparent triumph ; but the secret 
clemency of the king created for him friends in a 
county where the Cathdic gentry were more nume- 
rous and powerful than in any other part of England. 
This was the occasion on which the Catholic gentry of 
Lancashire placed Sir Ralph's portrait in the fieunily 
gallery." 

^' This hero of Protestantism^ this asthmatic prince 
of mardbes and dykes, ayec son sang-froid de reptile, 
who, coughing and spitting, resisted the chivalry of 
France tmder Louis XIV. 1— did he reward his 
fiiithfrd soldier and adviser only by giving him 
the command of his Royal Guards, and the honour 
of a seat in his council of war in Ireland?" said 
Ae duke. 

'^Sir Ralph had prayed the king at Hampton 
Court to put his devotion to his person to any proo£ 
TTifl majesty answered this by summoning my ancestor 
in 1695 to Holland, where he gave him the command 
of a brigade at the siege of Namur. Aft^ the 
capitulation, he was employed in the Low Countries 
HI frequent missions, until the peace of RyswicL Por 
these missions, his knowledge of persons in authority, 
of the country, and of the conduct of the war. 
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peculiarly fitted liim. In them he trained his son as 
his secretary and aid-de-camp." 

'^Though not a great commander himself^ this 
asthmatic Dutchman^ crowned King of Great Britain 
and Ireland^ well knew how to choose his generals 
and ambassadors^ and to inspire them with a supreme 
devotion. Strange that such a man^ with an iron 
will, could break to pieces all the enterprises of the 
princes of the Catholic faith/' said the duke. 

They passed down the gallery, step by step, from 
portrait to portrait. The duke seemed to have an 
inexhaustible curiosity about the family history, inter- 
woven as it was with traditions of war, policy, man- 
ners, customs, and local incidents. From the copious 
stores of his own curious reading, the duke uttered 
caustic remarks on events, characters, and habits. 
Always the venomous fang of his satire, fastened on 
any dastardly or treacherous action. Through the 
mist of epicurean selfishness, and the cloud of disbelief 
in human virtue, gleamed the chivalry of the noble of 
France to whom life and fortune were a feather's 
weight in the scale with honour. However, corrupt 
had been the habits of the duke, he was a man of the 
most polished manners, elegant accomplishments, and 
curious erudition ; and, slave though he had been to 
the conventionalities by which fashion had gilded 
vice, the Dame de Chatellerault could appeal to a 
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fibre still capable of thrilling^ not merely to honour^ 
but to duty^ and even to self-sacrifice. 

The coruscations which broke from the spirit of so 
remarkable a man^ interested^ in spite of themselves, 
the whole group. The duchess who, as Vavasour 
had told the duke, had a divine instinct to discern 
the good, had trusted herself, with unhesitating con- 
fidence, to the chivalrous honour of her lord. She 
seemed to have acquired no little interest in his 
erudition, accomplishments, wit ; and even smiled at 
his venomous sarcasms and d^nigrant habit of 
imputing selfish motives to seemingly virtuous actions. 
Her vow, her vow to Heaven ! was ever present in 
her mind. This, this was the test of her truth and 
sanctity ! To be true to that vow. To cherish the 
duke, despite of himself, — ^to be his ministering angel, 
to devote her life, her happiness, everything but her 
soul to the fulfilment of her marriage vow, •- this was 
the one all-absorbing thought which possessed her 
being with an over-mastering intensity. This spake 
in all her acts. In her tender solicitude, calm patient 
vigilance, forethought for the smallest wants of the 
duke, and a winning gentleness which caused him 
always to address her in the tone of an indulgent 
father, most sympathetic to a beloved daughter. 

All this was apparent to Sir Guy Scarsdale, to 
Mabel, and to Lord Pendleborough, and with the 
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narrative contained in the* letters which had been 
received from Malvoisin^ enabled them to comprehend 
the nnconfessed^ but magical influence which the 
duchess unconsciously exercised over the duke. Her 
attitude was not simply the presence of an exalted 
purity such as the duke had remembered that Vava- 
sour had described; as that of an angel in the house^ 
gazing witii a compassionate tenderness on all his ways. 
Even tiie supernatural presence of one so clothed in 
light might not have been so effectual^ as the willing 
sacrifice of an entire life, in obedience to a vow of 
love, of honour, and of obedience. The spectral pre- 
sence of the Dame of Chatellerault could make no 
such appeal to the conscience of the duke as the youth, 
the beauty, the grace, the gentleness, the perfect 
purity which, consciously, made this mighty sacrifice. 

The duke's party had, arrived only the night before 
this visit to the gallery, and Malvoisin had as yet 
had no opportunity to relate to Sir Guy Scarsdale 
the incidents of the voyage. 

At length the duke, turning to Sir Guy and Miss 
Scarsdale, said, — 

^^ A thousand tiianks, my dear Sir Guy, and ma 
belle Rose de Lancastre, I have never been so carried 
away by the legends of a brave and honourable 
family. We began with the Lady Mabel; I hope 
that the last words of that unfortunate James the 
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'FiBk of Scotland^ after the £Eital defeat of Solway 
Mo», wiU be found true in the best sense in your 
lunue: ^Cette hiatoire cessera comme elle a com- 
menc^. La conronne est venne par nne femme^ et 
pacnne femme elle s'en ira.' The Rose of Lancaster^ 
who inherits the beauty and genius of her ancestress^ 
will also enlarge the fortunes of her femily^ though 
she may diange ite name and destmy.'' 

Then bowing very low to Sir Guy and his 
daughter j and to Lord Pendleborough^ the duke led 
away the duchess to his private apartments^ leaving 
Maibd. agitated and confused. She had not reco- 
vered her equanimity, when Lord Pendleborough 
iqiproached to propose a walk in the garden court 
until luncheon^ for the morning was now far spent. 
Her presence of mind had not returned, and assent- 
ing, she hastened to search for Miss Wihnslow as a 
companion, and to regain her calmness in a short 
period of retirement in her own room. Had, then, 
the duke penetrated Lord Pendleborough's secret; 
or had he only, with subtlety, endeavoured to pene- 
trate it by an allusion to her fiiture fortunes which 
jarred so strangely through her whole being? Miss 
Wihnslow was already out on horseback with Lord 
Salmesbury — Mabel hurried back to seek M. Mal- 
voisin — ^he was closeted with her father. The time to 
luncheon was but brief— why should she shrink &am 

42—2 



20 SCARSDALE. 

a few turns in the garden court with Lord Pendle- 
borough ? Because of the possible interpretation of 
the duke's parting speech ? That was rather a reason 
for unhesitatingly accepting the invitation 1 So armed 
— ^having bathed her temples with eau-de-Cologne — 
Mabel descended to the hall^ and found Lord Pendle* 
borough awaiting her there. 

*^ The vision of that beautiful saint, the duchess, 
watching her lord with a devoted tenderness is most 
touching," said Lord Pendleborough. 

** Despite the disgust which I have had of his 
reckless life in Paris, and of the horror with which 
his conduct in contracting this marriage had inspired 
me, I cannot but think M. Malvoisin and the duchess 
do him more justice than you have done. Lord 
Pendleborough," 

** The manly, tolerant nature of Sir Guy also 
yields to Malvoisin's prognostications. The duke is 
clearly oscillating between the good and evil in his 
nature ; but to which pole his destiny will be attracted, 
I dare not conceive." 

'* Your bearing to the duke is austere. Lord 
Pendleborough," said Mabel. 

*^ Not consciously so ; but I confess I have in my 
mind the terrible scenes which preceded and accom- 
panied his marriage — certain horrible proposals which 
he dared to make to Vavasour, hut which his English 
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nature repelled — and a message to me^ yague^ but 
shocking even in its mystery, of which Vavasour was 
the bearer." 

*'That was perhaps the oscillation towards evil, 
followed by his almost mortal sickness — the self- 
sacrificing devotion of the duchess — ^Malvoisin's visits 
and counsels — ^the voyage — new scenes — and the in- 
sensible influence of the duchess on his life." 

*^ So, I confess, I interpret the oscillation towards 
what is good, which speaks in the patience and ten- 
derness with which he treats his duchess." 

** Such a man must be an enigma even to himself 
— so ftdl of complex emotions, warring impulses, 
and swaying between such opposite tendencies. But 
I am also much struck with the interest which the 
duchess has m the graces of his courtly manners, 
elegant erudition, polished humour, and the constant 
flashes of fancy which irradiate his conversation," said 

Mabel* 

'* Malvoisin watches the whole phenomenon, like a 
physician. He is a great confessor in all moral 
maladies, for he has a profound sympathy with men, 
even in their errors, and a strange wisdom in point- 
ing out the path leading from the abyss." 

Then their conversation ran on for half an hour 
longer, ere the bell rang to warn them that luncheon 
was ready. Lord Pendleborough clearly wished to 
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ftooustom Mabel to his society , with a sense of security 
that he would not recur to the intention which he had 
avowed in the Ings of Hacking Hall^ until he had 
earned a right to renew his suit. 

Meanwhile, Malvoisin had sought an interview 
with Sir Guy Scarsdale in his hbrary* There he 
sketched rapidly the effect of the voyage and change 
of scene on the duke. ^^ He had proved a good sailor, 
though previously little exposed to the discomforts of 
the sea. He had insisted on ministering to the 
duchess during her sufferings &om sea-sickness — 
almost banished her maid — and personally attended 
to her wants. When the duchess recovered, he had 
set himself to study the management of the yacht, 
and to learn to take observations. Then they went 
on shore at Scilly, and visited the islands. At 
Pembroke, the docks, arsenal, «hips of war, and forti- 
fications all formed subjects of deep interest At 
Liverpool, in like manner, the forests of masts, the 
great packet ships, the vast stores warehoused near 
the docks, and the means of enlarging this great 
haven afforded by either shore of the Mersey, the 
pool of Wallasey, -and the whole reach of the estuary. 
The duchess had taken a calm delight in accompany- 
ing the duke, whose curiosiiy seemed insatiable, and 
whose vigour increased from day to day. So fer 
for the external and physical phenomena. Occa- 



THE TEMPTER BATTLED. 28 

sianallj^ when the duchess was absent^ and he was 
alone with Malvoisin, the gloom of a profound 
melancholy overshadowed him. 

''*I have committed a crime^ and I would bear the 
punishment^ grinding my teeth^ and clenching my 
hands^ as I best might/ he would say. *But to 
involve in the consequences of my crime this angelic 
nature I That is what I did not count upon. You, 
Malvoisin, and that farouche Lord Pendleborougb, 
have lent me your pure vision io gaze upon the spot- 
less purity of that virgin soul.' 

*'* Wait a while, duke,' I have replied. * Already 
you have some relief in the distractions of your 
voyage. You cherish your duchess with a paternal 
care. In the homes of England you will find much 
to help you in your strait.' 

*' * If the duchess were, in truth, my daughter, I 
should know what to do. Tenderly as I begin to 
feel that I could repay her gentleness, I would make 
her the wife of some honest English lord, like that 
reserved Pendleborough I ' 

^^ 'Meanwhile, duke, she has charmed away from 
you much restlessness, and you find a repose when 
she reads to you your fevourite Italian poets. It is a 
pleasant task to you to comment i;o her on all the 
historical allusions in Dante — ^to relate to her strange 
Jiistories of tiie ducal* houses, and of the painters. 
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poetS; architects, men of letters, reformers, and patriots 
of your long-loved Italy.' 

*' ' Ah, Malvoisin, you have a wonderfiil power to 
charm away the worser part, and to awaken from its 
trance the better being within me. What you say is 
true — ^when that sweet voice makes music to me of 
the divine Dante, I forget everything in the wish to 
breathe his poetic ardour into the sacred calm of her 
life.' 

*'^Let this better being prevail, duke. Pursue 
these delicious associations. In poetry, in letters, in 
the arts, in science even, in which you take so much 
delight, I can conceive that the duchess may find a 
pleasure equal to your own.' 

*^ ' So it is while the devil returns not to the house 
which you have swept and garnished. But he will 
return, and seven other devils with him. Then a 
reign of passion, of rage, of frivolity, reckless waste 
in luxury, slavish idolatry of fashion, sensual excess, 
will make riot again in all the chambers of the 
house 1 ' 

"I have not found it wise to struggle with this 
mood of self-reproach," continued Malvoisin, address- 
ing Sir Guy Scarsdale ; ^^ for in that frenzy he forms 
the Aiost extravagant plans. One thing, however, is 
fixed in his mind. He has determined on an inter- 
view with Lord Pendleborough. As far as I cau 
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fathom his motives, his desire for this interview 
arises from a suspicion that Vavasour and I may 
be right in assuring him, that he has entirely piis- 
taken Lord Pendleborough's character in trying it 
by a foreign standard, and especially by those with 
which the duke is most familiar. Having arrived 
at the conviction that the duchess is a saintly ex- 
ception to all his experience, I fancy that he desires 
to test the truth and manly integrity of Pendle- 
borough." 

At the luncheon table the party reassembled, and 
as they rose to leave the room, the duke, with his 
usual ease and grace, placed his hand within Lord 
Pendleborough's arm, and gradually drew him away 
from the rest, discussing various indifferent topics. 
They wandered for some time up and down the 
portrait gallery; and, at length, entered the Lady 
Mabel cabinet, when the duke gently shut the door, 
and threw himself into an easy chair. Gradually, 
he had drawn the conversation to his own life 
since his marriage. To the revelation to him of the 
character of the duchess. He described his own 
illness, and her tender solicitude — ^the strange agony 
of remorse with which he had been plagued — the per- 
plexity into which he had been plunged — and the 
devious paths by which he had endeavoured to 
escape from his embarrassment. He alluded only 
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briefly to Vavasour's visit, but described the total 
collapse from which he had been rescued by Mal- 
Toisin. The incidents of his voyage, and the sources 
from which he had derived consolation, and some 
renewal of health, especially his houn with the 
duchess — her beautiful reading of his &vourite 
Italian authors — and his own paternal instruction 
were rapidly sketched. This preface over, he con- 
tinued, — 

'^ A new danger now begins to threaten me. Two 
months ago, I could not have conceived it to be possi- 
ble ; but you, Pendleborough, who «o nobly interested 
yourself in the destiny of ihe duchess, you, at least, 
will participate my own astonishment, when I confess 
to you that I encounter the great but unforeseen 
danger of becoming the lover of my wife.'' 

Lord Pendleborough remained calm and cold, 
while he repUed, without betraying any sign of sur- 
prise or emotion, — 

''Under ordinary circumstances, the danger of 
such a passion would be small; but, doubtless, as 
a man of honour, duke, you feel that such an emotion 
would be only a perplexity to you." 

*'You give expression, my dear Pendleborough, 
only to the smallest part of the doubt which afflicts 
me. The tender devotion of the duchess ought not 
to be a mere sacrifice. I cannot accept it from her 
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simply as a religious act From day to day — nay^ 
from hour to hour^ the soeur ang^lique de la charity 
chretiemie fides away from me. She might be truly 
my wife, if I, indeed, could become worthy of her. 
But for that I must again be young and pure — sans 
mi triste souvenir des orgies d'une vie pass^ parmi 
la tourbe de Comus." 

** The devotion of the duchess 'will know no limit," 
said Lord (Pendleborough, ^^ except that assigned to 
it ly the sense of religious duty, from which it 
springs ; for she feels that you are a noble of France^ 
to whom a thousand deaths were preferable to a 
breach of his plighted word. And I, too, know, 
that no such thought could cross your grace^s 
mind." 

^^Cela va sans dire. A plighted word is like a 
.gage of battle, to be defended to the death. But, 
I fear, Pendleborough, that you scarcely understand 
me. If I foresee the danger of a tormenting love for 
the duchess, I would also save her from a life devoted 
io a man whom she can only love, as a daugliter may 
love a faJHier over whose character she momiis, but a 
man also who in his despau: may plunge again into 
ihe life of Paris, to assuage the remorseful suffering of 
jan agonizing position." 

^' Certainly your mdnage in Paris, diike, would be 
one of inextricable perplexity, even if you were not 
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tormented by the despair to which you point, as the 
possible consequence of your marriage." 

*^But consider, for a moment, if you can, the 
frightful situation of the duchess, when these delicious 
hours of poetry and friendship in an English family 
are exchanged for the corrupt and frivolous society in 
which I live." 

" The duchess will remember only her vow. She 
will remain an angel m your house, bright and pure. 
She may pine— nay perish— she wiU regret that her 
death will be the reproach which she cannot hide." 

" I have discussed often and often with Malvoisin, 
whether there is not some means by which so shock- 
ing a catastrophe may be escaped." 

" Malvoisin is both a penetrating and a sympa- 
thizing counsellor, duke." 

*^You know that, before my marriage, I had 
wasted all my estates in the luxury of my establish- 
ment at Paris — in my collections of paintings, of 
antiquities, and in every department of art One 
cannot cherish fashion, art, science, letters, luxury, 
pleasure, equipages, play, and splendid ffetes to the 
governing circle of France, without a vast outlay. 
The territories of my ancestors were, therefore, all 
mortgaged, some of my collections were even sold, 
and remained in my cabinets and galleries at an 
annual rent from their former reckless possessor." 
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** You never concealed the state of your fortunes, 
in any particular^ from the family of the duchess; 
but I was not aware, imtil lately, duke, of the absolute 
ruin into which they had fallen." 

** My marriage with the duchess was a temptation 
of the devil, who suggested to her parents, that they 
should propose to me to place their daughter at the 
head of the beau monde of Paris, as Duchess of 
Chatellerauli" 

** Of that I am a witness," said Lord Pendle- 
borough. **ror both the marquis and marchioness 
were eager for the marriage, and expected their 
daughter to acquiesce, as girls taken from convents 
do, when quite guileless and ignorant of the world. 
They are usually dazzled by a coronet, and a 
position of the highest fashion and distinction. The 
father and mother had no doubt that they made 
a good bargain for their daughter, in purchasing 
your Grace's title and domination in Parisian society, 
with the fortune given to their daughter by her 
uncle." 

" A thousand times thanks for the exact justice of 
your statement of the motives of the parents of the 
duchess. For myself, you will readily conceive that 
my experience of women had not prepared me to find 
in my bride a saint, formed after the purest legends 
of the Church, with a divine instinct, piercing into 



30 SCABSDALE. 

the recesses of all spirits^ and readings with angelic 
eyes, the terrible secrets of our consciences.'* 

^^Bnt I remember, dnke, that you at once con^- 
sented to put your estates in trusty to repay the whole 
of your fixture duchess's fortune to her at your death. 
For that purpose, the mortgages were to be paid off 
by her dotation, and you assigned her a considerable 
separate income during your life." 

" But for the repose de cette vieille dame de Ghar 
tellerault, when I was, quite recently, ill in La 
Yendfe, I directed my notaries at Paris to sell some 
of my curiosities of art, and to redeem others 
pledged to my creditors. When these preliminaries 
are completed, my notaries will place the whole of 
my collections of art in trust, beyond tlie greed of 
creditors, or the risks of my own lavish life, to repay 
to the duchess the interest of her fortune." 

^^ That is done like one of the purest race of the 
ancient nobles of France ; but, you have already said, 
duke, that this was not the sacrifice made by Made- 
moiselle de Clisson, for that future on which you 
dare not look." 

" Alas I no, Pendleborough. I gaze at this terrible 
future, as one is fascinated by the depth of an abyss, 
dirough the gloom of which one catches an agonizing 
glimpse of some victim who falls to a certain and 
swift perdition." 
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^ Have you also discussed this fufaire, duke^ with 
Malvoisin ? " 

" Certainly I And he replied with the calm dig- 
nity of a high and i^anpathetic intelligence to the 
heights of which I cannot dimb. All the way- 
ward and strange suggestions of my despair were 
laid bare before him, for I suffered the torments 
and the temptations of hell, and one thought alone, 
suggested by Malvoisin to my mind, saved me 
jBrom death by my own hands. He said to me, 
tiiat if I desired a catastrophe, truly tragical and 
without remedy, that might be brought about by 
swallowing the little bottle of prussic acid of which 
I had spoken to him, and bequeathing to the duchess 
the agonizing and indelible conviction, that her 
heavenly apparition had driven me to an eternal 
perdition." 

" Malvoisin is a man of such lofty genius and rare 
virtue, that such a warning from him, duke, doubt- 
less came to you with the force of truth." 

"I have renounced this suggestion of despair. 
But my agony continues. The good counsels of 
Malvoisin — ^the distractions of my joiuney-T-have 
partially restored my strength. But, I repeat to you, 
Pendleborough, I encounter the great danger and 
temptation of loving my wife. Before, then, this love 
becomes a supreme passion, I ask, whether there are 
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no means by which tliis marriage may be dissolved, 
without wrong to the duchess ? " 

**The duchess is acquainted with the utter ruin 
into which your fortunes had fallen before your mar- 
riage, and if your project were to restore to her both 
her liberty and her fortune, I have no doubt she 
would consider it impossible to reconcile with her 
vow your utter destitution." 

^^ That is exactly what Malvoisin has suggested to 
me; and this elevation of conscience and feeling, 
though it afflicts me, increases the danger which I 
experience, of a growing love for this angelic nature. 
But, there is another method, at which I have not 
hinted to Malvoisin. The mind of the duchess is in 
perfect harmony with English manners and opinions. 
Had she been free to choose for herself, as your 
beautiful English ladies are, she would doubtless 
have found some gentleman, distinguished by birth 
and wealth, noble, brave, and pure, to whom she 
could have given her heart with her hand." 

Lord Pendleborough turned to the duke's face, 
and found his keen and cavernous eyes gleaming 
with a strange and eager fire, as though they would 
search the innermost recesses of his heart. To this 
intense gaze, his own austerely placid expression was 
an answer. 

*^In yourself, Pendleborough, she has found a 
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brother, who has known how to receive the homage of 
the most beautiful women of the courts of Europe with- 
out apparent emotion. I wish to assume the position 
of an English father to my wife. I desire to give her 
the liberty of an English lady, to choose among all 
the rich nobility of your country a man worthy of 
her, to whom she can trust her future happiness, and 
then I will dissolve this marriage I The fortune of 
the duchess shall be her dotation, and I will retain 
during my life a third of the revenues of my estates, 
to satisfy the duchess and her husband that they are 
not made happy at my expense." 

Whilst • the duke spoke. Lord Pendleborough 
received the intense flashes of his eager eyes im- 
passively. The duke talked with an unnatural 
deliberation, broken by slight pauses, in which his 
jaws seemed fixed by a passing spasm ; and a purple 
spot, which had appeared in each cheek, became 
livid. When he ceased, he drew in his breath in- 
voluntarily, almost like a hiss. After a short pause, 
Lord Pendleborough replied,— 

*^Your project, duke, is founded on a series of 
fatal misconceptions. The duchess could not possibly, 
with her perfect simplicity and sanctity, accept the 
position of being the daughter of her husband, in. 
order that she might be courted and won by a suitor 
for a happier marriage. Nor would any Englishman^ 
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whom the duchess conld hononr by her affection if 
she were really free to choose^ try to win the love of 
a wedded wife, which she could only give by infidelity 
to her vow.* 

^'Well, then, there is one last resort, before I 
become the victim of a £sitai love. Would the duchess 
accept a divorce, with ihe restoration of her fortune ; 
and, for the satisfaction of her conscience, would she 
leave me, during my short life, the third of the re- 
venues of my estates of which I have spoken ? " 

The intensity of the duke's gaze now resembled 
the glare of a wild animal, rushing upon its prey. 
The eyes became suffused with red, the eyebrows 
were involuntarily contracted, a great vein filled on 
the forehead, and the teeth were set No part of this 
phenomenon escaped Lord Pendleborough, whose 
impassive calm seemed quite unruffled. 

*^No noble of France makes propositions to a man 
whom he addresses as the brother of his wife, which 
he would not fulfil to the letter." 

" To the most insignificant particular 1 " said the 
dulce. 

*^ Your conversation has also prepared me for some 
deliberate result of your conferences with Malvoisin, 
and I regard this as a well-weighed decision, the 
alternative of which is, that your affection for the 
duchess may cease to be paternal." 
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^^ That is the spectre which haunts the future with 
a menace of misery and ruin.'' 

*' I haye no right to anticipate the decision of the 
duchess, if the whole question were calmly placed 
before her. That which seems to me paramount in 
her mind is the religious obligation of her yow« She 
will bring every question to this test Her happiness 
means peace with heaven and her own conscience I 
There is one way, duke, to reconcile both her vow 
and your possible affection. I have no right to offer 
counsels to a man of your race, who has had twenty 
years more experience of life than I. But, duke, 
may not your duchess be a ministering spirit, with 
power to lead your subtle and keen genius into a new 
path, towards an altar at which you shall both renew 
the vows of your marriage, with a deeper sense of 
their obligation? " 

The duke had listened in the same eager, intense 
attitude. When Lord Pendleborough ceased, he 
sank back in his chair exhausted, closing his eyes, 
and a slight tremor quivered through the muscles of 
his face, now become deadly pale. 

Lord Pendleborough opened the casement of the 
room, and when he had done so, there was a silence, 
in which he watched the duke. 

During this long pause, his attention was arrested 
by the creaking of the floor, apparently behind the 
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panels of the room, and by a rustling sound, as 
though some one had brushed the woodwork with a 
robe. The duke was recovering, and he turned to 
listen, lifting his finger expressively. After a pause, 
he said,— 

" I fear there is a secret gallery behind the wains- 
cot near to us, and that some one has had an oppor- 
tunity of listening to our conversation." 

By and by the duke revived sufficiently to walk 
with Lord Pendleborough into the gallery, and 
thence to his private apartments, where he wished to 
repose. The ladies were all abroad on horseback, or 
in carriages. Lord Pendleborough, therefore, left 
the duke in the care of his valet 
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CHAPTER 11. 

"LET THE LADY SLEEP." — THE PHANTOM. — A 

CONFERENCE. 

The Due de Chatellerault appeared much exhausted 
by the attack of faintness which had succeeded the 
crisis of his interview with Lord Pendleborough. 
His valet, however, was fiill of resources. He 
approached the duke noiselessly as he lay on a couch 
in his private apartment, loosened his cravat, gave 
him after an interval a dose of ether, applied smelling 
salts to his nostrils, put a warm bottle to his feet and 
wrapped them in a blanket, and then bathed his 
temples and forehead gently for half an hour with 
cold water and eau-de-Cologne. The duke sighed 
deeply from time to time. By and by the skilful 
attendant brought a cup of hot tea, with which he had 
mingled a tea-spoonful of Cognac, and persuaded his 
master to swallow it. The duke slowly revived. 
** Alphonse, thy skill and care do me much good." 
*' If Monsieur le Due would put himself in bed for 
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a few hours, I hope that this little faintness would be 
altogether at an end before dinner." 

** You are right, Alphonse, it is not well to expose 
one's infirmities in the open day." 

So saying the duke rose languidly, and taking his 
valet's arm, with the help also of his cane, moved 
slowly into the next room, where he was soon 
undressed and in bed. After a while he dismissed 
his attendant, directing him to come to dr^ss him half 
an hour before dinner time. 

The room was panelled witib dark oak in deep 
mouldings. Opposite the foot of the bed was the 
fireplace, in which, as it was an autumnal afternoon, 
flashed intermittingly a low fire kindled on the 
hearth. The room was elsewhere darkened, for the 
thoughtful attendant had closed the shutters, and 
drawn the thick curtsdns over them. The duke lay 
wakefully, half propped up by his pillows. 

Above the chimneypiece was a large fidUength 
portrait of a courtier with moustaches, in a suit of 
velvet, with a fiill of point lace descending from the 
neck as a collar, deeply indented so as to form a sort 
of baldequin. At the wrists cuffs of point lace in 
like manner lay flat upon the sleeve, with similar 
deep indentures pointing to the shoulder. The dress 
sword worn at the side, with a buckle of silver, 
showed that this was a court costume. The duke's 
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eje examined it with the curiosity of an antiquarian^ 
while he ruminated on his interview with Lord 
Fendlehorough. 

**The last arrow is gone firom my quiver,'* he 
soliloquized* ^^ These English are past conception 
perplexing. I am no match for their imperturbable 
self-possession* This Pendleborough baffled me 
when I would, before my marriage, surprise him into 
a revelation that he had been the secret counsellor of 
the duchess* Truly, to this day, I know not whence 
her knowledge of the mode of appealing to my honour 
was derived. Then, to-day, what am I the wiser? 
I have penetrated by an adroit thrust the little secret 
that lies hid under the corset of my fair rose of 
Lancaster. THer Jiertd caxmot altogether hide emotion* 
My allusion to the dying speech of Jacques V. 
d'Ecosse was a Parthian dart which disturbed even 
my beautiAil friend. Can it be possible that Pen- 
dleborough was armed against the attractions of 
Mademoiselle de Clisson, even during her touching 
confidences in the valley of the Allier by a previous 
engagement, or by a secret but yet unavowed 
attachment to this charming heiress of Scarsdale? 
Malvoisin is impenetrable when he pleases* Profound 
as a well of truth, there is a clear crystal at the 
bottom. But let me adopt this hypothesis. I have 
proved the duchess to be a saint, with a tender. 
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gentle woman's nature^ ftill of the love of a daughter 
for her unworthy lord. "Well, I am sure that Mal- 
Yoisin is a man of genius, learning, and truth. A 
great physician for the body and the soul. He is 
earnest and pure. So far, so good; that is firm 
ground. Then let me trust appearances in Pendle- 
borough. He has been a fearless hunter and tra- 
veller, of a haughty, reserved bearing, indiflferent to 
the homage of fashion. Has he then really been pre« 
served from the vanities and corruptions of our courts 
by a farouche, virgin Saxon nature, by the counsels of 
this brave Sir (Juy Scarsdale, and by a growing love 
for his daughter? That would explain everything 
plausibly, if one might believe it possible to find such 
a group of human creatures. Certainly I have sub- 
jected Pendleborough to an almost satanic temptation, 
in what happened on the AUier, in my message by 
Vavasour, and in our interview to-day. He has to 
all appearances been constant in a calm, imperturbable 
resistance, never offensive in manner, but consistent 
with an utter repugnance to my suggestions, the 
extent of which revulsion may be concealed by his 
desire to keep on terms with me as a friend of the 
duchess. I could not even surprise him into one 
expression of disgust or hatred. Shall I renew this 
experiment, or shall I be satisfied ? " 

The duke mused thoughtfully ; some letters at the 
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back of the fireplace caught his eye — they were letters 
of old English character cast in the iron in the reredos 
below the Scarsdale escntcheon5 but so placed above 
the light on the hearth as to be illuminated by it The 
duke^ slowly deciphering them^ read : — 

A superstitious qualm seemed to thrill through 
him. He closed his eyes. These had been the 
private rooms of the Lady MabeL This had beeh 
her bed. ** Is there anything really in these super- 
stitions? Is that ancient Dame de Chatellerault really 
a phantom^ or an illusion, called up by an awakened 
conscience ? I never quail, except before that severe 
presence visiting me in silence and in darkness, to 
rebuke me with the frown above her piercing eyes. 
Yet here I am a serpent among the flowers: drag- 
ging the trail of my polluted bemg through this 
paradise, whispering the suggestions of evil into 

a 

pure natures — ^fascinating, by my subtle gaze, inno- 
cence to flutter within my reach — ^plotting, it may 
be, ruin to the happiness of this English soldier's 
home, but baffled, tormented. O conscience! con- 
science! am I not then wholly lost? Is it possible 
to follow that suggestion of Pendleborough, and to 
find reconciliation at the altar of faith — peace in 
penitence, and happiness in a new vow ? '' 
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Thns musings the firelight gradually £Euled from 
the duke's sights his head drooped forwards5 and 
he fell into a gentle slumber. All was quite still 
in the chamber^ so that even the flicker of the flame 
on the hearth could be heard, as it shed a fitful light 
upon the interior of the bedstead, which was reflected 
on to the portrait, framed in the oak panel over 
the fireplace. 

What was that noise? A sharp, sudden sound, 
as of a gratmg hinge, and the rustle of a woman's 
dress. The duke was startled I He raised his 
head, suddenly glancing witii his inqniring eyes at 
the legend — 

WM Qe Eadrs sleep. 

opposite the foot of his bed. But ah ! a new illusion ! 
The courtier in the velvet suit and point-lace is 
gone! His place is occupied by the figure of the 
Lady Mabel, in the hunting dress, but not leaning 
from the spiral of the tourelle of Blois, but erect, 
in an attitude of warning, gazing upon him with 
contracted brows, and hand clenched on her riding 
whip. The duke sprang at once firom his couch, 
and rushed with vehemence to the foot of his bed, 
but, encountering the footboard, was compelled to 
withdraw his eyes for a moment, as he surmounted 
that obstacle. When he raised them again, the 
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vision^ illasion5 or whatever the apparition was, had 
disappeared. There was the oaken panel on which 
was painted the knight in the velvet dress with 
point lace and dress sword. 

The duke, in spite of himself, almost staggered 
back, so great was the shock which he experienced. 
The same mortal quiver passed through his frame — 
the same pang in the region of the heart, as when he 
had seen the Dame de Chatellerault. Tet the specu- 
lative sceptical nature of th^ duke had something to 
suggest. The vision seemed like an actual beings 
standing in a recess where now was the oaken panel. 
The duke drew over his shoulders his roquelaure, and 
set himself to examine patiently the panel with the 
aid of a wax candle, which he had lighted. Though 
careM and prolonged, his investigation led to 
nothing but disappointment Wearied, he returned 
to his couch, musing, scepticaUy. But, by and by, 
fatigue triumphed, and he slept until roused by his 
valet. 

The duke dressed in silence. So absorbed was 
he that he appeared not to hear the inquiries of 
Alphonse as to his health. His attendant, accus- 
tomed to these fits of abstraction, forbore to trouble 
his master. By and by, the duke crept into the 
adjoining cabinet, and found another warm cup of tea 
awaiting hinu He had scarcely sat down to drink 
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this^ when the duchess entered^ in a ridmg habit^ 
fresh from the keen autumn air. 

**I pray your pardon, duke, for I have had a 
very interestmg ride with my beautiful friend. 
Mademoiselle Scarsdale." 

" Nay, Marie,'[ma soeur ang^lique, this horse-exer- 
cise is most favourable to thy health. Tell me, then, 
dear duchess, what thou hast done ? " 

" First, we called at the parsonage of M. le Cure, 
vicar of the parish, where we found a sweet and 
holy daughter, white and beautiful as a fleuT- 

** Vraiment, another charming friend, as I hope ! " 

** Assur^ment, due, we left our horses there, to 
walk by a road which pierced a wood in a deep 
ravine, until we reached a little lake in the middle 
of an amphitheatre of rocks and trees, where there 
was a hamlet of poor weavers, who suffer much from 
want. We visited their cottages, where my two 
dear friends distributed their alms, read from the 
Holy Scripture to the sick, and ministered to them 
a sweet and sympathetic comfort." 

"Then, my dear Marie, all the angels are not 
soeurs ang^liques of the true Catholic faith ? " 

** Fi done, due, je ne te dirai plus si tu me reponds 
par des mots encyclopedistiques. But, I fancy, that 
you have an air of chagrin and fatigue, due ? " 
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" Du tout — du tout, this beautiful English colour 
on thy lips and cheeks, and the joy which sparkles 
in thy eyes revives me from some sad souvenirs. 
But, Marie, it is time to dress for dinner, my 
child." 

The duke kissed the hand of the duchess, with 
a tenderness, which mingled the homage of the 
courtier with the love of a father. She left the 
cabinet for her own chamber, gaily kissing her hand 
to him. He sank back into his chair, moody and 
distracted. 

**Why do angels of light visit such as I am? 
What have I in harmony with the purity of such a 
being, except the mere dress of external refinement, 
cloaking the mystery of iniquity within ? Do ihey 
come, these angelic visitants, to torture us with 
self-rQproach ? To disclose by the glory of their 
celestial presence the cavernous secrets of our con- 
sciences? To shed the light of eternity upon the 
memory of evil before our time ? Or is it true, that 
notwithstanding the groans which rise from all 
creation, there is mercy, pardon, redemption, for all, 
revealed to us in the life of that perfect, sinless, but 
suffering Man, in whom was the fulness of the God- 
head, bodily ? That suggestion of Pendleborough's 
seems the flower of the seed sown by Malvoisin, 
and if there be mercy and redemption, surely no 
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angel of pardon was ever fearer, purer, or more holy 
than MarJe!" 

So soliloquized the duke, lying almost prostrate in 
an easy chair in the private cabin^ awaiting the 
return of the duchess. 

Before the duchess returned. Sir Guy Scarsdale 
entered the cabinet 

^^Duke," said Sir Guy, ^I came this afternoon 
to make a litde explanatimi to you, but regretted 
not to find you here. We are in the midst of a 
serious manufacturing crisis, arising from the dis- 
placement of the hand by the power-loom. We 
have had a machine-breaking outbx^eak, caused by 
the instigation of some men, the victims of socialistic 
principles, and joined by desperate ruffians, ^o 
hope to profit by the confusion. But there is ex- 
treme suffmng among the hand-loom weavers, and 
I find it necessary to obtain general contributions 
to a relief fond, and to organize a scheme of dis- 
tribution.'* 

"Ahl then you will have a profound and ex- 
perienced helper in Malvoisin," said the duke. 

^^ I have availed myself of his counsels ; and his 
secretary, Deloisir, has been engaged with some 
worthy assistance, in examining the condition of 
several hamlets scattered through, the valleys of our 
forests." 
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But5 my dear Sir Ghiy, though I am not an 
economist^ that interests me very much*'' 

'^ I came to explain to yon, dnke, the fact that I 
find it necessary, in preparation for a public meeting 
to be held at Bacup to-morrow, to assemble here 
some of the principal capitalist manu&ctnrers to-night, 
and to apologize to you, if the drift of our conversa- 
lion should be very local and technical." 

"But, though I am no economist, Sir Guy, I 
am epicurean; and I am so, I &ncy in the ancient 
sense, for all philosophy and facts on which philosophy 
is btiilt. if analyzed and arranged by such a mind 
as that of Malvoisin, delight me." 

** For the rest, duke, the gentlemen whom I have 
invited are types of the highest and most intellectual 
class of our manufacturers. At our public meeting 
to-morrow, men risen from the ranks, ilKterate, of 
a coarse mould, contracted ideas, and selfish habits, 
will form perhaps the bulk of the assemblage. To- 
night we dine with some of the dlite of our com- 
mercial friends." 

** I thank you a thousand times for the uncommon 
pleasure which I shall derive firom the society of 
these instructed and experienced men, and for the 
great courtesy of your explanations, however un- 
necessary." 

*^ Permit me, then, to introduce my neighbours to 
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you separately, so that, by some few prefatory re- 
marks, I may enable you, duke, to understand the 
drift of our conversation.'' 

*^ That may be, if you are also pleased to be my 
interpreter. Sir Guy; for though I understand 
English perfectly, my sense of tlie ridiculous is too 
strong to permit me to exhibit the graces of a foreign 
pronunciation and idiom, to the admiration of the 
hereditary foes of la belle France." 

So bowing with a sarcastic air, the duke greeted 
Sir Guy as he left the cabinet. 

When the duke and duchess entered the panelled 
drawing-room, with the rich, geometrically-figured 
ceiling, which we have before described, they found, 
besides the party previously in the house, Mr. Holte 
and six other gentlemen assembled. Before dinner 
was announced. Sir Guy presented to the duke, 
first, a tall man, with a bent figure, troubled with 
an asthmatic cough* He had prominent features, in 
a rather rude mould. 

*^Duke, my friend Mr. Roger Sutcliffe permits 
me, as you are a stranger in Lancashire, to inform 
you that, though he visits me to-night, as exten- 
sively embarked in the hand-loom weaving of the 
district, he is also a calico printer, in our forest 
of Rossendale, and a banker in some of our prin- 
cipal towns. Moreover, he is so well known in our 
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vaUeys, by supporting the missionary chapels of 
the Independents, that we hope much from his 
acquaintance with the wants of our poor," 

After the duke had, with Sir Ghiy's help, and 
that of M. Malvoisin, exchanged some phrases of 
courtesy with Mr, Sutcliffe, a man with a broad, 
high forehead, and plain but expressive features, was 
introduced, 

** Mr. James Cliderhow (to whom we are indebted 
for the introduction of some of the most delicate 
chemical processes in bleaching and printing, and for 
a determination to raise, at whatever personal cost, 
the style of our industrial art) wishes, duke, to have 
the honour of your acquaintance. We may, I hope, 
visit the Cowslip Printworks ere long." 

The duke was soon involved in a most interesting 
conversation with Mr. Cliderhow and M, Malvoisin, 
on the patterns of French brocades, china, and 
chintzes, which was interrupted by the introduction 
of a third gentleman by Sir Guy, 

"There is nothing, duke, that my friend Mr, 
William Nuttall is more proud of, than the fact 
that — ^though he is now one of the most successful, 
and, I may say, hospitable and generous men in this 
district — ^he and his brother entered it with packs of 
Scotch and Irish goods upon their backs, which they 
sold at all the homesteads of our moors. You will, 
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in nothing, give Mr. William Nuttall more pleasure^ 
than if you will consent to visit his villages, &rms, 
and works, and to partake of his most generous 
welcome as a host.'* 

The duke was at once inmiersed in a conversation 
with a tall, rubicund man, with a strong Scotch 
accent, and with the most genial and hearty 
manners. 

This conversation was becoming more and more 
animated, when Sir Ghiy brought another man of 
a similar mould. 

*^My Mend Mr. James "Walineraley has quite a 
typical energy, and all the amenity of John Bull 
in his best mood. We shall learn much firom him 
about all this district, for he has three stations in 
it, as centres for his handloom weavers ; and I have 
heard of his leaving the Manchester Exchange in 
the evening, after the receipt of critical foreign news, 
and riding through all Rossendale and Pendle, to 
buy up the stocks of cloth during a winter's night." 

The duke had scarcely time to open a conversation 
with Mr. Walmersley, ere, as dinner was announced. 
Sir Guy brought two other gendemen to the duke. 
One was a tall, gaimt, hardy man, of wiry frame and 
cheerful mien. 

** There is barely time, duke, to name to you my 
friend Mr. John Balderstone, a man of wonderful 
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energy, as you may imagine, when I tell you that 
he walked, a short time ago, 210 miles out of Scot- 
land, in three successive days; a most acute, per- 
severing geologist; and in business excelled by no 
one in shrewdness, patient perseverance, and thrift 
The simplicity of his habits is unchanged by the 
accession of great wealth." 

The other manufacturer was a firmly-set man of 
middle height, with a bluff, open, English face of 
great good-humour, but also giving evidence of an 
iron nerve and vigour. 

" Lastly, duke, my friend Mr. John Habergham, 
whom, if he had been bred a soldier, I should select 
for any task of enduring courage and constancy, for 
he has bmlt up the fortunes of his family with a 
sagacity and resolution which has never quailed 
before any obstacle." 

The party then moved into the dining-hall. Sir 
Guy leading the duchess, and the duke Miss 
Scarsdale. 

They were scarcely seated, when the duke opened 
the conversation with his beautiful hostess* 

" The duchess tells me, my fidr friend, that you 
have had a charming ride." 

*^ The duchess was so much touched by the misery 
of our poor weavers, and interested m their welfare, 
that we returned very late." 

44—2 
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" You left the hall, did you not, immediately after 
luncheon ? " 

" Yes, within half an hour." 

The duke was lost for awhile in reflection, so 
proft)und that it gave Lord Pendleborough, who had 
placed himself on the other side of Mabel, an oppor- 
tunity to draw her into conversation on the state of 
the suffering weavers. By and by, the duke seemed 
to be aroused from his reverie. He led the conversa- 
tion to the visit to the portrait gallery, to the curious 
costumes of different periods, the quaint head- 
dresses, ruffles, collars, modes of arranging the hair, 
the use of powder exhibited in the ladies' portraits. 

"Sometimes an old mansion has a ^garderobe,' 
where the costumes of the court, of fetes, and mar- 
riages, of successive generations, are preserved as 
they were once worn by the great ladies and gen- 
tlemen of the ancestry." 

" We have a remarkable one here, duke ; and my 
father wishes me, on my birthday, to appear in a 
splendid brocade worn by our ancestress, the Lady 
Mabel, at the court of Elizabeth." 

*^ Vraiment, but I shall be much more curious to 
see you, mademoiselle, in that picturesque riding- 
habit, de la chasse au faucon, in which your beautiful 
ancestress is attired for her portrait of the tourelle 
of the chS,teau of Blois." 
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But I am sorry to say that Mrs. Holte^ who has 
for thirty years had charge of the wardrobe, has 
always assured my father that such a dress has never 
been found. As it was a foreign dress, worn at the 
French court before her marriage, that may account 
for its absence." 

** Mais non ; for Sir Juan, who desired to revive 
the remembrance of his first sight of his beautifol 
and noble wife, would certainly have preserved, with 
care, the costume in which she was dressed. How, 
also, could the portrait be painted in England with- 
out that rich and picturesque costume ? ^ 

" Nevertheless, duke, both my father and I have 
searched the wardrobe in vain for this himting-dress." 

" Mais c'est dtonnant," said the duke, and fell 
again into silence, musing thoughtfully on the appa- 
rition in his sleeping apartment. After an interval, 
in which Lord Pendleborough renewed his conversa- 
tion with Mabel, drifting this time into an account 
of Colonel Vavasour's health, of which he had re- 
ceived a painful report from Oliver Holte, the duke 
again resumed the conversation. Now he remarked 
on the costumes of the men — from the slashed sleeves, 
picturesque hats and feathers of the Cavaliers — ^the 
breastplates, leathern sleeves, and armplates of the 
Parliamentary leaders — to the plum-coloured coats 
and flowing wigs of Anne and the first Georges. 
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*' There is a remarkable portrait in my chamber. 
The point-lace on the neck and shoulders^ and on 
the arrns^ led me at first to conceive that it was the 
likeness of a lady in a robe of black velvet But 
the upper lip wears moustaches^ and I perceive a 
sword at the side of this. courtier." 

** It is the portrait of the brother of my ancestress 
the Lady Mabel> the last Erskine of Dun, who 
attached himself to the fortunes of his queen, Mary of 
Scots, with a chivabous ardour. When the unfortu- 
nate queen became a prisoner of state at Fotheringay, 
he found refiige in this house from the vengeance of 
the triumphant Protestant party in Scotland, and 
from the jealous vigilance of the English queen." 

**Ah, then, your beautiful ancestress the Lady 
Mabel hung the portrait of her brother at the foot 
of her bed?" 

*'Our traditions say that the Lady Mabel was 
devotedly attached to this brother, who had con- 
ceived a romantic passion for his sovereign. She is 
said to have hidden him from all pursuit in some 
secret chamber in this house, and fed him with her 
own hand." 

^' Mysterious galleries and secret chambers are to 
be expected in a house as old as this. But have any 
of these chambers been recently discovered ?" 

" Our steward, Mr. Holte, is a matter-of-fact, busi- 
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ness-like man^ but such discoveries are neither his 
forte nor that of Mrs. Holte. Their very accom- 
plished son^ my father's physician and secretary^ has 
been little at home since he was a boy. I cannot get 
from an old servant, Seth Diggle, any clue. Nor 
from a minute examination of such plans of the house 
as my father possesses, can I divine where such 
passages exist." 

** But the vralls are very thick, and it is probable 
that the secret corridors are constructed within the 
walls. As for chambers intended for concealment, 
they were contrived in the enormous stacks of 
chmmeys, by directing the flues from the stacks 
into the adjacent walls." 

** If the tradition have any foundation, the cham- 
ber in which Erskine was hid must have been some 
place of this kind." 

" And probably the cell communicated with some 
cabinet of the Lady Mabel, in which, with door 
closed and blinds drawn down, she could afford air 
and ease to her unfortunate brother, and could 
encourage him by conversation." 

The duke again relapsed into silence, and Lord 
Pendleborough took this opportunity to explain to 
Mabel, that as soon as Malvoisin could complete 
some inquiries in which he was engaged as to the 
weaving population, he would, if the duke's health 



56 SCARSDALE. 

permitted it, accompany Lord Pendleborough in a 
visit to his Irish estates. 

The ladies left the gentlemen for the drawing- 
room in a short time, and Sir Guy, placing the duke 
on his right hand, gradually led the conversation to 
the topics for the discussion of which he had as- 
sembled some of the most influential capitalists of 
the hand-loom weaving district 

Sir Guy himself introduced the conversation by a 
prefatory explanation to the duke, that throughout 
the whole of East Lancashire great distress pre- 
vailed among the hand-loom weaving population, 
owing to the combined effects of the introduction of 
the power-loom, and of a stagnation in trade. The 
want of work, the increasing pressure of a privation 
of almost the commonest necessaries of life, and the 
erroneous teaching of the agents of the trades' 
unions that the power-loom was the sole and per- 
manent source of these evils, had prepared the popu- 
lation for some act of despair. They had been in a 
state in which a spark only was necessary to an 
explosion. A few desperate men, who were on the 
council of the Union, had been formed into a secret 
committee — ^at first without any very definite design, 
beyond the protection of any weavers who might be 
goaded by want to breaches of the peace. Once 
constituted, however, and in possession of funds for 
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secret purposes^ this committee associated with itself^ 
without further reference to the Union, a dozen out- 
laws, like Floi-by-Neet and Ascroft, armed a gang of 
about thirty men, and confided the direction of this 
gang to six, whose astuteness, habits of poaching, 
stealthy evasion of the law as " moultre " gatherers, 
or whose desperate position in relation to the master- 
manufacturers or the police, placed all their instincts 
on the side of the unavowed and ill-defined designs 
of this inner council of the secret gang. 

The existence of such a body had given a purpose 
and direction to some partial disturbances, in wliich 
the weavers of Harwood and Accrington had plun- 
dered the bread-shops, being goaded to this riot by 
the starving condition of their families. The subse- 
quent excitement, caused by the operations of the 
military and police, had enabled the secret coancil to 
organize a simultaneoas outbreak j&om Pendle Forest, 
Oswaldtwistle, Harwood, Church, Accrington, and 
Bossendale, which, as we have seen, had swept like a 
sudden storm through the valleys, destroying the 
power-looms, until checked by the defence of the 
Eagle Mill in Scarsdale Clough, and the complete 
dispersion of the rioters by Sir Guy Scarsdale's 
skilful arrangements. The utter failure of the secret 
gang, headed by Silas Whitaker, to reorganize the 
outbreak at the Sunday meeting in the Hamilton 
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quarries^ and the capture of almost the whole of the 
members of the gang in Rochdale and at High CoUor^ 
were then related to the doke. 

Sir Ghiy spoke in English, and the dnke, though 
at first reclining in his chair fatigued and melan- 
choly, gradually took more and more interest in 
the narrative, marking his attention by slight ejacu- 
lations and interlocutory remarks in French. 

*'My friends, who have done me the honour to 
be my guests to-night," continued Sir Guy, *^have an 
immense stake in the prosperity of this district, and 
I have had one or two interviews with most of them 
separately. We are agreed, duke, that the state of 
trade renders it undesirable to increase the stock of 
cloth in the market, but that the substitution of the 
power-loom for the hand-loom is inevitable, when 
trade revives. We have to get over a vay anxious 
period of transition. We propose to meet this by 
raising a large relief fund. This we intend to use, 
in the employment of the weavers in such improve- 
ments as would not be undertaken by our local 
authorities, or proprietors, or capitalists, without the 
aid of such labour as this fund will enable us to 
offer. We propose to make a general proposal to 
undertake the widening or levelling of township 
roads, the enclosure of common lands, the embank- 
ment of reservoirs, on the foUowing terms. The 
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work must be approved by our central committee, as 
one which would not be done now, or for some 
years to come, without tibe aid of very cheap labour. 
Then, we intend to contract for its execution by 
piece-work ; and lastly, to defray from the fimd two- 
thirds of the cost of all public, and one-half the cost 
of any private works. I am much indebted to 
M. Malvoisin's extensive observation for the sugges- 
tion of this plan, which I am glad to say has obtained 
the hearty approbation of my guests, and we are 
met to-night to concert the best mode of securing a 
general, if not imiversal, support to this scheme 
from the manufacturers of the district. 

^' I ought also to add, that we propose to aid the 
sick clubs and benefit societies of the district, by 
contributing one-third of what they may find it 
necessary to disburse to those suflPermg from the con- 
sequences of prolonged privation. If we find these 
funds to be prudently administered, and that distress 
threatens to exhaust the resources of the societies, we 
intend to increase our contributions to one-half the 
amount of aid awarded in each case." 

** These," said the duke, *' are some of the results 
of the triumphant struggle of public and private 
liberty in England between the central power, on the 
one hand, and the privileges of the aristocracy and 
local freedom of association and self-government, on 
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the other. M. de Richelieu effectually stripped the 
French noblesse of authority^ and so of all interest 
in local administration. The Parliament and the 
municipal councils have become only instruments to 
register the decrees or orders of the Minister of the 
Interior. The kuigs of France have exhausted every 
resource of their astute policy, and even lavished 
their revenues, under Louis XIV., to corrupt the 
independence of the nobles, and to transform them 
into titled servants in courtly liveries, bedizened 
-with ribbons and orders, but degraded from all 
influence under the monarchy — a real nobility only 
as far as they continued, as faithful and brave soldiers, 
to sustain the honour of France ; otherwise — I blush 
while I say it — the lacqueys of the king. In France, 
then, the government would effect all that you volun- 
tarily undertake." 

Sir Guy translated these remarks to his guests, 
and the duke nodded his assent, as his host pro- 
ceeded. Malvoisin added in English, — 

" The duke will also see that one reason why the 
idea of property is more sacred in England than in 
any other country, is that the passion of personal 
freedom of action, and of an absolute independence 
of all State control not unavoidable for the preserva- 
tion of the internal or external peace, is that which is 
here paramount. An Englishman cannot, therefore. 
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conceive that property acquired by industry or skill, 
or derived from past accumulations^ could be admi- 
nistered by the State without a total sacrifice of 
public and private liberty. When the passion for 
equality is greater than that for entire personal 
freedom, such a conception more easily takes root 
— though it be only to wither." 

"But this pernicious weed," said the duke, "may 
flourish long enough to sow the seeds of disastrous 
revolutions and terrible catastrophes." 

"The passion for personal freedom is, however, 
here connected with the absolute independence of the 
municipality and the parish," continued Malvoisin ; 
" therewith habits of local government and the con- 
sequent acquiescence of the people in the adminis- 
tration of an independent local authority. Hence a 
subordination of ranks, and a natural submission to 
the local influence of wealth, station, and beneficial 
but limited powers, are associated with the idea of 
personal freedom. For these reasons, I have no fear 
that socialism will ever have the slightest chance of 
undermining the institution of property in the pos- 
session of individuals in England ; nor of interfering, 
to the extent which it has done in France, with the 
power of bequest. This will continue in England to 
be regulated rather by opinion and custom than by 
law." 
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*' What, then," inquired Mr. Cliderhow, who was 
the most cultivated of the guests, '^'do you conceive 
to be our chief dangers in England ? I apprehend 
that we should be agreed that it is necessary for us 
to provide for the rapid growth of our population by 
a free commerce in food and the raw staple of manu- 
factures; you would also doubtless encourage us to 
become the free port of the world, as respects naviga- 
tion and all international intercourse; while we 
maintain the police of the seas by our navy, you 
would advise us to abandon all exaggerated preten- 
sions, such as the right of search ; you would suggest 
that our external policy should be one of non-mter- 
ference in Europe, but that we should continue to be 
the pioneers of commercial civilization and Chris- 
tianity throughout the rest of the world. Though 
these are great principles, M. Malvoisin, I think I 
speak the common opinion of my friends at this table, 
and we do not doubt your concurrence in them." 

"In all that comprehensive scheme of public 
policy I see no dangers over which the genius of this 
great nation will not triumph. In pursuing this 
path, your ardour will occasionally lead you into 
the embarrassment consequent on a glut of the then 
existing markets. But the tendency of invention 
will be greatiy to cheapen the manufactures which 
you will export; and that of enterprise, combined 
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with cheapness^ wonderfully to enlarge the cirde of 
your commercial relations^ and so to absorb the 
transiently surplus production. You will also have 
embarrassments firom European wars or convulsions^ 
from great revolutions in your own vast colonial 
empire, and even from the rivalry of foreign com- 
petitors to whom you sell your machinery. But 
over these I am confident of the triumph of your 
race. There are, however, two or three sources of 
disaster, to which I never look without alarm." 

" Are they political or social dangers ? " inquired 
Mr. Roger Sutcliffe. 

** They are of a mixed character," answered Mal- 
voisin. *^ First, I watch the enormous strides which 
your manufactures have made since the invention of 
the steam-engine, and I ask myself whence the raw 
material for frirther progress at the same rate is to 
be derived. It is not, at present, clear to me whence 
you are to obtain your wool. But to depend for your 
cotton mainly on the slave produce of the United 
States, is to place the destiny of a vast population 
in this country at the mercy of an institution incon- 
sistent with the theory of the republican consti- 
tution, and which must either perish or cause a 
dissolution of the Union." 

**We must confess, said Mr. Eoger Sutcliffe, 
"that while our religious communions preach the 
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abrogation of slavery, our manufacturing system 
supports it** 

"The next great danger which I apprehend, is 
from the influence of puritanism, in leading a large 
part of your population to oppose the martial train- 
ing of your people, and especially the maintenance 
of the police of the seas, by an armament equal 
to a contest with the combined navies of the world. 
No economy, also, would be so false as that which 
should induce the merchants of England to grudge 
the payment of the charge required to protect their 
commerce in every quarter of the globe. As for 
yourselves, gentlemen, your manufactories are not 
worth six months' purchase if England lose the com- 
mand of the ocean." 

" We should be," said Mr. Habergham, " in the 
midst of an unemployed population, ourselves ruined, 
and exposed to the worst acts of their despair." 

*' Then, gentlemen," continued Mai voisin, " if you 
ask me what other dangers there are, you must 
permit me to explain that I have, for many years, 
made the state of your workmen a subject of careful 
study." 

" M. Malvoisin," Sir Guy remarked, " has visited 
this district from time to time, especially in great 
crises of trade; and he is, perhaps, more familiar 
than any one at this table is, with all the elements 
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which compose our complex machine^ as regarded 
from a scientific point of view." 

" My apprehensions of the social condition of yom* 
population are always much relieved when I live 
among you, and observe the wonderful compensating 
instinct of your race ; else, I should truly tremble 
for the coarse, semi-barbarous state of your people. 
They are illiterate, sensual, and ignorant; their 
manners are rude, and their training is confined 
to that of the workshop ; yet they are collected in 
masses. They represent, therefore, a great brute 
force. Wesley and Whitfield have been your great- 
est modem benefactors, for they have made manifest 
the power of religion on this rude power. Raikes 
and the Sunday school have opened to view the 
alliance of religion with the culture of the intelli- 
gence. But a large part of Europe has, since the 
peace, carried on a work of civilization, in which, 
in England, you have taken only the first steps.'' 

"We have been accustomed in England,** said 
Mr. CKderhow, " to entrap our soldiers, and to press 
our sailors, and to drill ihem by a somewhat harsh 
discipline ; and in our manufactories we import our 
raw material from the moors, or from Ireland, and 
exact order, not, certainly, in the same way as in the 
Eang's service, but by a peremptory rule." 

"And there can be no doubt,'' ssiid Malvoisin, 
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that the habits of punctualitj^ implicit obedieiKse^ 
subordination^ and respect for propert^f, in which 
your rude workmen are trained in jour &ciories^ 
have been one chief source of o^der in this conn* 
try. 

'^ Ton thinks however^" said Mr* Cliderhow^ ** that 
would not be a sufficient aeciiritjr in a period of com- 
bined political and social discontent ? ^ 

"^ Imagine a combination of disasters," said Mai- 
voisin* ^ Conceive an insurrection of slaves in the 
southern States of America to ccnncide with the in- 
flnence of some democratic demi^ogae of great 
ability either in the -political or in the trades' 
umons. Wouldn't that be a favourable opportunity 
for preaching a holy war for a distribution of the 
accumulated labour of the people ?" 

** But," said Mr. Walmersley, ** would any amount 
of discontent or suffering cause the success of such 
a doctrine ? " 

^^ When you see the trades' unions successftdly 
enforce submission to an equality of earnings, irre- 
spective of str^igth, skill, or character — ^when you 
find they can compel a tariff of wages adapted to 
this equality — when they are found to preach, not 
simply an equal interest in the wage fond, but also 
in the profits of capital — ^there can be no doubt that 
the logic of ignorance would as easily lead them to 
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a community of gopods to be attained by & new dis- 
tributioQ." 

'^ Then, jonr view is that Ae greatest danger to 
this conntry is the want of an intelligent Christian 
dvilizatiDn for the laboaring dasses ? ^ said Sir Guy. 

"Certainly," said Malvoisin. **The futore history* 
of captal and hboor may be described to conouBt in 
tibte successiye st^s of the solution of their mntual 
relations. At present, this relationship is a partner-* 
ship m which ihe respective shares of the partners 
are ill d^ned. The tendency^ throngh a series of 
straggles more or less violent, will be to make these 
relations more and more definite. The first step will 
probably elevate the skilled and intelligent workmen 
into positions giving them a more immediate interest in 
the profits of the whole enterprise. Subsequent steps 
will probably lead slowly to the admission of other 
classes of workmen to a more direct participation 
in the results. They will be assured wages so long 
as the fiictory is carried on; and when there are 
profits, they will have an additional remuneration 
proportionate to the profits. But it is clear that only 
a very intelligent class of workmen could be admitted 
into such a participation of the profits, for it would 
involve an audit of accounts on fixed principles. 
The rate of progress towards such a form of co- 
operation between master and servant must, there- 
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fore, be proportionate to everything which tends to 
raise the moral and mental condition of the workmen. 
But the principle of co-operation, as contrasted with 
that of the discipline of which Mr. Cliderhow has 
spoken, will be the distinguishing feature of two eras 
of civilization." 

** Our warehouses in Manchester are certainly con- 
ducted on this principle," said Mr. Cliderhow ; " and 
I hear that some services of the most highly skilled 
branches of trade, such as among the machine-makers 
their overlookers, and first class of mechanics, are 
remunerated after this principle. The fact that the 
salesmen in the several departments of the ware- 
houses, and the overlookers and mechanics, are of 
much higher intelligence than the common operative, 
illustrates your conception." 

** You have doubtless given your attention to the 
Conseils des FrucCIiommes at Lyons and in other 
cities of France, which settle questions of wages 
and regulations of labour between masters and work- 
men? Give us, if you .please," said the duke, 
" your opinion on these Conseils.^^ 

** The ConseiU des Prud^hommesy in France, duke, 
are principally occupied with disputes as to wages, 
for which the English common, and statute law 
provides an easy and inexpensive remedy before 
the justices of the peace. So far, the justices are a 
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Comeil des PnuFhommea. As respects the much 
more embarrassing question^ raising a social war 
between the trades' imions of the workmen and the 
associations of the masters, as to the hours and 
conditions of labour and the rates of wages, the 
justices are also charged with the preservation of the 
peace. It is their duly to afford protection to every 
individual to dispose of his labour without the arbitrary 
interference of any associated body* As to actual 
open breaches of the peace, the law, with the aid 
of an efficient police, is sufficiently stringent. But 
as to moral intimidation, the law is almost powerless, 
and I don't see what any Conseil des PrucChommes 
could do to prevent it. I am also very doubtftd 
indeed, whether either masters or workmen would 
consent to any arbitration of their differences. There 
could be no harm, however, in affording legal 
facilities for such arbitrations." 

" You are aware," said Sir Guy Scarsdale, ** that 
the establishments of my guests are, probably, among 
the best regulated in Lancashire, as respects ventila- 
tion, the hours of labour, precautions against muti- 
lation by the machinery, and the regulations as to the 
employment of women and children. Do you see 
any reason why the selfish and short-sighted class 
of manufacturers, many of whom have risen from 
the ranks, should not be compelled, by law, to 
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assimQate tbeir factories^ in all these respects^ to tlie 
best-cmidiicted milk in the trade ? ^ 

*^ On the contrarj, that is a policj," said Malvoisin^ 
*^ required equally for the protection of the capitalist, 
who refoses to wring his profits out of the physical 
and moral snSEerings of his workmen, and for that 
growth in civilizationy which is indispensable to the 
fatore liberty of your countxy.'* 

^I agree with you^ M. Malvmsin," said Lord 
Pendleboronghy '^ in relying to a greaft eictent on the 
spirit of independent action and yoluntary associa- 
tion. But the security of property^ public peace, 
a sound social (»rganizatioii, national order and 
progress, uhimately depend on the steady growth 
of a high Christian civilization among the working 
classes of this nation. Are you then disposed to 
confide that result to our purely pa^ovincial and local 
efibrts, unaided by the law? Or would you apply 
the reseorces of the executive government, and 
expect that tfie int^earence of the legislative autho- 
rity would be required to stimulate and guide the 
independent axerticms of individuals and associati<ms^ 
to remove obstacles firom their path, and to give 
expression to the will of ilie most enlightened classes, 
pA to this crisis m the fortunes of the State?^ 

*^ I cannot conceive that these great improvements, 
"vviiich suppose the creation of so extensive and novel 



A . COHFEBEEICE. 71 

an organization throughout the country, can be 
accomplished without legislative interference." 

The conversation then becoming more special, as to 
the expedients to be adopted at the public meeting 
on the morrow at Bacup, the duke. Lord Pendle- 
borough, and M. Malvoisin, rose, and leaving Sir 
Guy in conference with his guests, withdrew to 
r^oin the ladies, whither, about an hour afterwards^ 
they were followed by the rest of the party. 
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CHAPTER IIL 

THE NEW BAILEY PRISOH AT MANCHESTER.— AN 
ADVENTURE IN SCARSDALE CLOUGH, AND ITS 
CONSEQUENCES. 

The light of noon streams^ by a single slanting ray, 
through a small unglazed window barred with thick 
iron stanchions, on to the mnscnlar frame of Floi- 
bi-Neet, lying on a heap of straw, at the bottom of 
a narrow but deep cell in the New Bailey at Man- 
chester. As a man of desperate life, charged with 
belonging to the gang of assassins of the machine- 
breakers' union, and caught in an ax^t of burglary, he 
is manacled round each ankle by a ring, riveted to 
a chain hanging from handcuffs at his wrists. He 
lies sullenly on some boards raised four inches from 
the flagged floor, and gazes through the gloom, some- 
times on the bare brick walls, and sometimes, through 
the high aperture in the wall, on the light clouds 
floating in the sunlight. 

There are steps in the adjacent passage: they 
approach the door ; a key is inserted into the lock — 
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Floi-bi-Neet raises himself upon his elbow in an 
attitude of expectation-the key is tamed, the door 
opens^ and the vicar of Assheton grarelj enters 
the cell. 

The door has been again closed^ and the vicar has 
seated himself on a small wooden stool^ near the 
prostrate form of Floi-bi-Neet. 

" The chief constable sent me a message which 
reached me at an early hour this morning, that you 
desired to see me, James Haworth. Whether it be 
for your soul's health, or the ease of your conscience, 
or the good of others, I am here, having lost no time 
in obeying your summons.'^ 

** Parson, oi'm i' yore debt, yo see ; yo seed fair 
play i' yon ugly job o' Giles' woife, an' yo geet me 
eawt o' th' gate (out of the way) o'erneet (over- 
night) when t' Ratchda' folk were'n far teying me 
wick or dead (alive or dead), to work their will 
on me." 

*' I told you, Jem, plainly, that though I thought 
you, wittingly or not, the cause of that woman's 
death, you had a right to the safeguard of the law, 
and should have ii" 

** Yo were'n o above booard, parson — reglar John 
Bull — an' oi'U tell nowt to nobody bur to yo ; as for 
this savage big Sladen an' his runners, oi'U noan 
trust ihooas chaps." 
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^' Jem^ you know I can hear nodiing from yon 
fay which the en(b of justice can be gained, whidi I 
am not bonnd to tell i^ain* It were, perhaps, a 
different matter, if yon were truly sorry for your 
misdeeds, and sou^t by confession one means of 
making your peace witb GkxL^ 

" Moi thowts (thoughto) is rough thowts, parson ; 
bur, yo see, ot were bred on S^pmre Scarsdale's lond, 
an' when owd Holte and f Batchda' 'tomey 'ud a 
harried me off yon bit o' waste wheer moi heause 
wnr, t' squoire looked into A' job for hissdL An', 
says he, Jem's a poacher, finr sore, an' a rough chap, 
says he, an' hell maybe get into wnr misdii^, says 
be, bur then here's bin some sooart of a pleck 
(place) on this greaund (ground) o moi toime, an' o 
warn feyther's (father's) an* gion&yther's tioime, an' 
whetiier it were robbed fro' Scarsdale lond a hunderd 
year bygone notber yo nor cmy memo on say; bur a 
poacher shall have fair play fro' me, an' oi winnot 
hany a poor mon wi' law," 

** That's strictly true," said the vicar ; " but who 
told yon that, Jem?" 

*' Woi, it wur a reet thing to do, bur who should 
do it but Meaustur Hotte hissel, for Iho' it made 
again him, he Ihowt oi should poadi kss, yo see, f ih' 
squoire's lands." 



THE KEW BAII2T PBISOK. 75 

" Mr. H<dte ia a just man> and^ though wiih rather 
narrow yiewa, alwayi faithful to Sir Guy." 

^ Well, nother t' squoire nor Meaustur Holte 
were'n wur warae off fdor that, jo may be sure.** 

^^ You let them alone? " said the vicar. 

" Oi nother robbed Holte henroost, nor drove his 
sheep, nor poached i' Scarsdale for years. Well, 
then, oi^ sununut verrm feaw (something very 
-wrong) to tell yo, vicar." 

^Remember, Jem, diat whatever you tell me 
whkh can help the law 1 shall tell again." 

** Yore kike (you nmst do so). Bur then, yo see, 
o eawr gang bur one chap is ketched (caught). 
Teyn o been ketched weel armed i' th' verra act, an 
teyn shot at t' runners, an' tey'm o sure to be trans- 
ported (»r gien to Jack Ketch." 

" Thatts true : you can do those who are taken up 
no harm, for there is proof enough against every one 
o' them." 

^Tfaen this chap, as wur to hae bin at High 
Collor Fowd, wur a keeper at Scarsdale, an* he wur 
bagged (sent away) for thieving game, drinkin', and 
makin' a pie (a collusion) wi' poachers." 

" You mean Ascroft, the ruffian whom I sent to 
gaol for theft a year ago? " 

^^ The vOTPa saiiK chap. He had woaned (dwelt) 
i' Scarsdale o his days, had eaten f squoire's bread o 
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his loife, bur he's a bloody divil. An' eawr gang 'ud 
noan listen to owt as oi said^ l>ur a fortneet sin 
orthers were gien to kill tf squoire fiir yon job at 
t' Eagle Mill, an' t' lot fell on this bloody divil." 

** You don't think it possible, Jem, that he '11 try to 
take Sh- Guy's life I " 

** Oss (try) to tak' it I hell tak' it as sure' as yore'n 
wick (alive), parson, if yo connot ketch him. For, 
yo see, he kneaws o th' ins an' eawts o' Scarsdale ; 
he wur allays preawling abeawt ih' ho (prowling 
about the hall), an' yon owd bit o' th' castle, an' oi 
kneaw not what he's fun', bur yo kneawn, parson, 
there's o macks o' moudiwarp hoiles (all kinds of 
mole galleries) abeawt them owd warld hos (old 
world halls). Oi'd hae yo get some o' Sladen folk 
up yon; tey'rn cute chaps (clever fellows); teyn 
smell eawt Ascroft, or set a gin for him. Put t' 
squoire on his guard, neet an' day, nur yo'n teyn 
(taken) this bloody divil, Ascroft." 

" Then, Jem, I imderstand that your conscience 
compels you to prevent this crime if possible." 

"Oi'U noan hae Sir Guy's blood to anser for, 
parson." 

" You also can trust me, Jem? " 

** Tho yore'n a parson an' a justice, an' oi'm a 
poacher, an' wur (worse), oi '11 tak' yore word for 
owt, whether yone (you will) tey moin or not." 
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"You will help me to the utmost to stop Ascroft's 
bloody errand, if I keep from the police what you 
tell me about your chums and hiding-places on the 
moors." 

'* That's a bargain, parson." 
** Then, Jem, I promise you to give no such infor- 
mation to the police, but I can receive no confession 
of any crime or conspiracy on such a condition." 
J* That's o reet, parson." 

** Well, then, Jem, I have learned from Mr. Sladen, 
as I entered the New Bailey, that on the morning 
on which you left High Collor, Swart Ned returned 
with his string of ' gals' from Deerden. On the way, 
he had met Ascroft at a lonely homestead at the 
edge of the Marsden moors. Ascroft had lost his 
way in the dark over Boulsworth, from the moors 
above Heptonstall, and had not reached Briercliffe 
till just before dawn. He was then afraid to go 
forward to High Collor, but, before retreating to 
some hiding-place beyond Extwistle, he gave Swart 
Ned a paper, on which he had scrawled some figures 
which are a puzzle to the police. This was to be 
delivered to you, but before Swart Ned found out 
what had occurred at High Collor, it got into the 
hands of Silly Neddy." 

**Eh, that were'n a fawse (cimning) felley fur 
sure," interrupted Floi-bi-Neet, rubbing his hands. 
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and laughing at ihe triek which had been played 
upon him. 

^ Well, Silly Neddy has a gness at the meaning 
of this document, and if you see no reason to with- 
hold it from him> or from me, this may lead to the 
capture oi Ascroft." 

Han yo gotten it wi' yo ? " 
Yes, J^xi, here it ii," said &e vicar, producing 
a dirty bit of paper, on which were rudely traced, 
with a bad pen, or a skewer dipped in ink, the 
following hieroglyphs in one line. First, there was 
a rude representaticoi of a tree, then one of a large 
hooped barrel with a bung at the t(^ resting on its 
side, then a mark like the capital letter Yj then 
three strokes thus | | | , and then a hal^moon cut 
off thus D* The whole missive was on a large 
coarse scale like the following drawing: — 
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Floi-bi-Neet laughed again when he saw the 
scrawl, and his eyes still twinkled with delight 
when he turned to the vicar. 

" Woi, this is as plain as a pikestaff, and yon Silly 
Neddy hasn't o th' gumption as oi'n gien him credit 
for, an he connot mey that eawt, nae he's gotten it 
into his bonds." 
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** Well, I know how Silly Neddy reads it, and 
I will tell you, Jem, whether his reading is ri^t» 
if you can give me yours." 

'< Yo seej parson, as Ascroft couldna coom forrud 
io High Collor, he sattles a pleck (place) an' toime 
weer oi or eawr chaps con leet on (find) him. Nae 
connot yo read iL" 

^' I think Silly Neddjr's reading will prove right, 
Jem-" 

" Eh, he's a cute un (clev^ one) fur sure. Well, 
parson; yon tree means ash, then theer's a iuni 
then a three lone-eend — tha^ means Assheton three 
l<»ie-eends ; the three strokes is three days, and yo 
see the moon hasn't risen." 

*^ Then the scrawl may mean Assheton three lane- 
ends, three days hence, just before the moon has 
risen?" 

"As true as gospel, parson." 

**Well, Jem, that exactly agrees with Silly 
Neddy's reading; may I tell him that he is 
right?" 

" Wi' o my heart yo may ; an' if yo lay a gin fur 
Ascrofi, at t' three lone-eends on Assheton Moore to- 
morrow neet, yo mun think on, ut a landcrake cry 
mun be answered by un eawl skrike (shriek of an 
owl), an' then yore chaps mun mey moore-feawl 
chirps, nur Ascroft's fun eawt weer teyr'n liggin." 



i 



80 8CABSDALE. 

(till Ascroft has found out where they are lying 
down). 

*'Now, Jem, I always saw some good in you, 
though your lawless pursuits, reckless habits, and 
now and then signs of a savage nature that did not 
shrink from blood, have made me fear you would 
meet a felon's death. This is a manly act, without 
any mixture of baseness in it, Jem, to try to save 
Sir Gruy's life, and I hope, for your conscience sake, 
it will succeed. The first act of penitence, James 
Haworth, may be the first step of the prodigal back 
fipom the husks on which the swine feed, to his 
father's house. I pray Almighty God that it may be 
so in your case. May God, who has given you 
grace to do this manly, honest deed, shed on the 
better thoughts that are in your heart the influence 
of His Holy Spirit, and like His rain, which descends 
on the just and the unjust, may the divine power 
quicken these thoughts of gratitude and mercy, this 
conscious shrinking from the guilt of returning mur- 
der for kindness, into a complete change of heart and 
conscience." 

" Yo connot mey (make) a silk purse eawt on a 
sow's ear, parson. Oi'm booked oather for Jack 
Ketch or Botany Bay, bur no mon ever did me a 
koindness i' this world beawt moi stroivin' at least 
to be eawt on his debt." 
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** That is somethings Jem — nay it is much ; but the 
Gospel goes even fiirther — it teaches us to forgive our 
enemies^ to pray for them that despitefully use us 
and persecute us; — I -will ask the chaplain^ Jem^ to 
explain these things to you.** 

** Oi kneaw it ud pleasure yo, parson^ an* tho' oi 
reckon it'll do me nae good^ oi'U year what yon 
prison parson has to say, for yore sake." 

Mr. Hollingsworth kneeled down by the side of 
Floi-bi-Neet, and prayed briefly, but fervently, that 
he might be led to a true penitence and renewal of 
life. He then took his leave. When the door of the 
cell was shut, Floi-bi-Neet drew his sleeve across his 
eyes, saying,— 

" Dang yon parson, he's made me blubber." 

The vicar had a conference with Mr. Sladenv. 
Philp had brought the intelligence from High? 
Collor, having left there Robert Dewhurst, with: 
Swart Ned, and one experienced constable. It was 
agreed, that as soon as it was dark, Philp and two 
constables should follow the vicar to Scarsdale. Mr. 
Hollingsworth then mounted his horse, and rode 
slowly homewards, pondering much on the measures 
to be adopted. He found Sir Guy returned from the 
morning meeting of manufacturers at Bacup. His 
daughter, and the duchess, and Lord Pendleborough 
had visited the Mere Clough with Miss HoUings- 
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worthy tl^ duke having pn^)08ed a drive to Lord 
Salmesbiuy^ and Miss Wilmslow. M* Malvoisin and 
DeloiSAr were gcme to Socbdale^ to pursue some in- 
quiries as to a growing combination anung Hie 
flannel weavers^ ostensibly lor an advance of wages, 
but also for » group of imp»ctiaJble objects, ^Hch 
were to be acoonaplished bj a general *' shuttle 
gathering;' that is, by a stoppage of the whole 
flannel weaving of iihe yalley of the Roehe, bj the 
collection of all the shuttles bj a mob. 

Mr. Hol]ingsw<nih briefly related the information 
which he had obtained to Sir Qmj Scarsdak with- 
out reserve. 

*^ Without my experience of guerilla war, or this 
police agent Philp's cunning, this ruffian, if one 
exercises common skill, will run his head into the 
hangman's noose," said Sir Guy. 

" To one so experienced in hazardous enterprises 
as you are. Sir Guy, I need say nothing about the 
precautions to be adopted against assassins. But 
Mr. Sladen wished me to request you not to be 
abroad at night, not to walk or ride alone, to avoid 
paths near thickets, and to allow Philp to have his 
own way in guarding the house, and ensnaring this 
villain." 

*' To no part of which have I any objection, pro- 
vided we can conceal that we are upon our guard. 
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LfOrd F^idleborough's experience of adventure among 
savage tubes has given him a quickness of sense, 
and a fertilUij and promptitude of resource^ which, 
cwBbined with his singular natural daring and cool- 
ness, make his aid invaluable in such an affair," 
saad Sir Guj. /'Let us go, therefore, and see 
whether he has returned from his ride with the 
ladies." 

They found Lord P^idleborough in a small room 
adjoining his bedroom. He appeared somewhat 
f^gued and absorbed, but rose with his usual calm 
and sUghtlj reserved manner on their entrance. 
Sir Guy and Mr. Hollingsworth step by step related 
to him what had occurred at High Collor, the vicar's 
interview with Fl(»-bi-Neet in the gaol at Man- 
chester, the character of Ascrofb, and the suggestions 
made by Floi-bi-Neet, and emphatically pressed on 
their consideration by the police, that this ruffian 
might have knowledge of some secret passage to the 
ancient keep, and by some lateral gallery to the 
house. If this were not the &ct, then, one so con- 
versant as he with the whole building, might be 
aware of some other method by which the Hall could 
be entered. 

Lord Pendleborough seemed in no degree sur- 
prised by these commimications. He interrupted the 
narrative by occasional inquiries, and asked if any 
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plan of the house existed, which he could study. 
Sir Guy promised to give him all the plans in his 
possession, and remarked that though they contained 
no evidence of any hidden passages, they would 
enable him to concert with Lord Pendleborough 
and the police the best mode of guarding the 
mansion. 

The conversation then took this form : — 

** I have seen a man with a wiry form," said Lord 
Pendleborough, ** with a singular hooked nose, very 
dark and fierce eyes, and with a wound dividing one 
eyebrow, and marking the brow with a red line 
slanting outwards.** 

** That is Ascroft," said Mr. Hollingsworth. 

** Then I think there is an end of him," said Lord 
Pendleborough; "for I chased him to earth this 
afternoon, and he leaped from the top of a clifi^, in 
what I understand is called the Kestrel Cove. No 
doubt his body will be found at the foot of the cliff, 
and he must have lost either life or limb." 

This was said so calmly, and with such a complete 
absence of emphasis, as to provoke a quiet smile on 
Sir Guy's face, but to fix Mr. Hollingsworth's eyes 
on Lord Pendleborough with a deepening intensity 
of expression. 

" What has happened, Pendleborough ? " said Sir 
Guy. 
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I accompanied the duchess and Miss Scarsdale 
in their ride this afternoon to Assheton Vicarage. 
On our way we rode through the upland farms, by 
the fields which skirt the edge of the wood. Miss 
Scarsdale wore a scarlet scarf tied round her neck, 
and then brought, like an officer's sash, over one 
shoulder across the chest, and tied in a knot at the 
waist." 

** According to the pretty caprice which pre- 
vailed during our visit to Madrid," remarked Sir 
Guy. 

**This caprice, however, seemed to infuriate a 
savage bull in a field between our road and the 
wood; it bellowed fiiriously, galloped towards us 
with its head stooping, and was stopped only by one 
of your rough stone walls. Protected by this wall, 
we rode leisurely enough along, for my two com- 
panions have no lack of nerve, but our prolonged 
presence maddened our ferocious enemy. I was, 
therefore, glad when he was separated from us by an 
inner cross field wall." 

**He is a dreadful brute. Sir Guy," remarked 
Mr. HoUingsworth, " and ought to have been killed 
a couple of years ago, for he is now quite maddened 
with answering the echoes of his own fierce bellow- 
ing from the clough." 

*' I suppose he belongs to the Northwood Farm," 
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said Sir Gaj. ^ He shall certainly be killed with- 
out delay;" 

^' As we lode from thia scene^ I saw a man^" con- 
tinued Lord Pendleborongh^ ^ half hidden by a holly 
hash, at the skirt of the wood, dose to a gate open- 
ing into the clough. I should have taken him for 
one of your keepers, but that he drew back, as 
though he sought concealment Not, however, before 
my hunting sight had canght a glimpse of a scar 
over his eyebrow.'* 

Did he appear to be armed? " asked the vicar. 
We-pode rapidly on to the vicarage, and except 
this hurried glance, which exited no suspicion in my 
mind, I saw nothing. Miss HoUingsworth joined us 
at the vicarage, in a walk down the valley, and we 
proposed to return thither on foot from the Mere 
Clough, and then to ride home by some other 
road." 

** Relieve us," said the vicar, ** by sayii^ whether 
any accident has occurred to any of your party." 

" Thank God, to none," said Lord Pendleborough. 
^ The ladies are much &tigued, and are, Z hope, all 
retired to rest, for we brought Miss HoUingsworth 
hither, vkar." 

Sir Guy was silent, fixing his quick eyes, with a 
smile of satisfaction, on the impassive face of Lord 
Pendleborou^, who continued, — 
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"'We had got about half way to the Mere dough, 
and were in a deep wooded ravine with a stream 
tumbling over the rocks and bcdders below, when 
I caught sight of the bull about three hundred yards 
in front, and, when I first saw him, I had a glimpse 
of the same man in the wood, near the road, irritating 
the bull, to chase him up the valley towards us* 
The Airious brute was bellowing, and, at sight of 
omr party, seemed to be to the last degree infuriated. 
His tail wai extended stiffly behind, slightly curled; 
he was trotting forwards; the next thing I knew 
would be a rush. I cut Miss Scarsdale's scarf from 
her shoulder, and, sending the ladies back up the 
road, I walked down to meet the mad creature, re« 
catling all my matador experience at Madrid* Yoa 
know. Sir Gtiy, I have the habit of carrying with 
me one of those Indian bamboos, which are almost 
as heavy, and are as strong as a bar of iron, and 
that my cane is also loaded with lead. I provoked 
the beast to the utmost fury by waving the scar^ 
taking care to stand three paces in front of a 
great oak which grew on the edge of the road. As 
I expected, the monster made a mad rush with 
his head down, and just before he reached me 
I stepped aside, so that he came with his whole 
weight and force against the trunk of the oak. 
I think he must have broken his skuQ or his neck ; 
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bat to make sure of It. I cut his throat with my 
hunting-knife." 

« Well done! " said Sir Guy- 

** I had scarcely done this, when it occurred to me 
to look out for the man I had twice seen in the 
wood. Perhaps it required a hunter's eyes to detect 
a head which was suddenly withdrawn behind the 
trunk of a great tree. It flashed across my mind, 
at once, that this fellow had, from some sinister 
motive, let the bull into the clough, and led him up 
the road down which we were descending. By an 
incontrollable impulse, I sprang into the wood, and 
rapidly approached the tree, which was within one 
hundred yards. I walked quickly, but deliberately, 
for I did not want to lose my breath ; and twice the 
head dodged, and was withdrawn, until, as my pur- 
pose was clear, the man whom I have described, and 
whom you call Ascroft, stood from behind the trunk, 
calling out, * What do you want with me ? ' I was 
within fifty yards, so I answered this appeal by a 
rush. This seemed to leave the ruffian no alternative 
but to draw a pistol from his breast, and to fire at 
me, when he turned and ran. He evidently depended 
on his wiry frame, practised agility, and knowledge 
of the wood, to escape. He certainly put to proof 
my training, for he dashed through bogs and 
threaded brakes; and as I was climbing a steep 
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rugged path to a ridge of rocks^ he turned^ and^ 
taking dehberate ahn, fired at me again, and even 
paused a moment as though certain of his game. 
The ball grazed my shoulder, and has left two holes 
in my coat. But this pause was, I think, fatal to the 
villain. We had run about two miles, at the top 
of our speed, through very difficult ground, leaving 
the Mere Clough far behind on the right, and we 
were so near Scarsdale, that the wretch was clearly 
in a desperate position. At any moment he might 
encounter a keeper or foresters, and I was close on 
his heels. He made a sudden dodge to the right, 
rushing, with a last effort, to what I knew to be the 
Kestrel Cove, for I have passed it two or three times 
in our rides. He was for a moment hid from me by 
the close thicket of holly, bramble, and hazel, which 
covers the slope towards the cliff, and the edge of 
the precipice. One or two glimpses I got of him as 
he dodged through this labyrinth, and I am by no 
means certain that I chose the same path. My last 
sight was attracted by a shout, which accompanied a 
leap into the air. In a minute or two I was on the 
same ground. I found there a steep face of the cliff, 
overgrown with ivy hanging in immense tods, but 
otherwise a sheer descent of two hundred feet into 
the wood and copse below. I searched the edge of 
the precipice, and found marks of boots armed with 
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iron, wUeh corresponded with the traces in tlie 
iJuckety but no divergence to Ae right or left. I 
locked down the fine of the cliff, and saw the ivy 
tods t<Mm bdow, as though hj some heavy body, 
which had either fallen among &em, or swung' 
through thenu I remained some time searching for 
a means of descent, but finding none, and fearing 
that the ladies might need my pratection, I retiumed, 
breadiless, through the wood^ to find them aB safe, 
but mudi fatigued, at the yicaniige»'' 

The vicar's grave and l^ughtfiil gaze had been 
fixed intently on Lord Pendleboiovgh during this 
narrative. He drew in a deep breath at its close. 

"I thank God," said he, ferventfjr, "that you 
were spared a struggle with this desperate man, 
which would have left the forfiat of his Kfe, how- 
ever doomed, upon your hands; for as he knew 
the Kestrel C!ove well, I cannot but think he has 
swung himself down the face of the cliflfe into some 
hiding-place among the ivy tods. May God, who 
todL David firom the sfaeepfolds, cc^isecrate jonr in* 
trepidity. Lord Pendleborough, like that of our own 
Alfi^, to the service of the Church and nation." 

'^ Pendleboroogh's pluck, promptitude, and vigour 
would make him a terrible commander of a rifle 
brigade, or of light horse, and will stand him in 
good stead in taming his Lridb Peep-o*-day Boys. 
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Csm anything be done> yicar, to catcb thk ruffian 
in his earth ? " said Sir Gaj. 

^ As it is ahreadj dusk, I fear be will hare slnnk 
ont of it before the Cove can be reached ; but jotkt 
keepers are such expert Kestrel hunters^ that I 
would have his trail followed at (mce.^ 

^All that shall be arranged instantly^'' said Sir 
Ghiy ; " for your Cock of Rossendale, vicar, Markland, 
and Broxup, are in the servants* haU, at this moment, 
waiting a summons from me." 

" The feUow must have more than the nerve and 
YigouT of an Orkney bird-catcher," said Lord Pencfle- 
borou^, ^' if he have succeeded in swinging himself 
down Aat cUff, by the ivy branches clinging to 
the &ce of die rocks." 

^ I have a dim recollection of some talk of a mine 
adit in that diff," said the vicar. 

**We must have Seth DiggJe in council," said 
Sir Guy. ^' He has some stories about a subterranean 
passive from the keep to the cli£ He and our 
Kestrdl hunters must know of this." 

They all rose to adjourn the conference to Sir Guy 
Scarsdale's private room of business, whither the 
keepers and Seth Diggle w^e summoned. Before 
we relate what occurred there, we have other scenes 
to which to iirtroduce our readers, and which are neces- 
sary to the completion of our narrative to this point 
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On the return of the duke from his drive, which 
had been prolonged by the beauty of the weather, 
to the foot of Blackstone Edge, the duchess's maid 
informed him that the ladies had been exposed to 
some great danger and fatigue during their ride, 
and that the duchess, though she had retired for an 
hour or two's repose, would be glad to see him, and 
to ' assure him personally of her well-being. The 
duke, therefore, entered the duchess's private apart- 
ment, and found her resting on the sofa. His 
natural gallantry, and the polish of his manners 
had received an expression of tenderness from his 
gratitude for the duchess's gentle solicitude during 
his illness, and the grace with which she acknow- 
ledged the accomplishments and the good qualities, 
which her noble instincts discovered in her lord. 
The beauty, self-devotion, and delicate tact of the 
duchess, were exactly the traits of character most 
fascinating to his fastidious nature. As, therefore, 
he had told Lord Pendleborough, with his usual 
sarcasm even when the sting was directed against 
himself, he was in no little danger of falling in love 
with his own wife — a catastrophe involving an entire 
revolution in his life and being; for such a love was, 
like a reconciliation with Heaven, only consistent 
with purity, gentleness, and the abandonment of his 
sceptical epicureanism. Malvoisin's profound pene- 
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tration foresaw the possibility of such a conclusion, 
when he sought to place the duke in relations 
favourable to its development. 

The duke approached the duchess, therefore, not 
only with his nsual courtly hearing, but with a 
natural expression of solicitude, in which the tender- 
ness of a father seemed to melt somewhat into that 
of the lover. In answer to his anxious inquiries, the 
duchess rapidly related to him the incidents of their 
ride, until the death of the bull and the disappearance 
of Lord PendleboroTlgh, expressing a warm admira- 
tion of the singular presence of mmd, daring, and 
vigour of Lord PendleborougL 

** I think, duke, I have made a little discovery," 
the duchess continued, with a radiant smile. 

** Oh, of some heart secret ? " replied the duke, 
with evident curiosity. 

" Certainly. I could not but remark, though but 
an instant elapsed, when Lord Pendleborough cut the 
scarf from Miss Scarsdale's shoulder, the intense ex- 
pression which his face wore : he said, as plainly as 
expression could say, though no words were uttered, 
* Farewell I I gladly give my life for yours I ' " 

"Are you sure, dear Marie? That explains much 1 " 
said ihe duke. 

" The expression was one of devoted love, taking 
its last inspiration to a feat of great daring, from the 
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^sycR of his misfbresB^ »id sayings \rith a smile, — 
^FarewelU'" 

''How did Miss Scarsdale asiiBwer that look?" 
inquired the duke. 

^She turned deadly pale. As Lord Pendle- 
borough advanced, waving the scar^ she reoained 
fixed to the spot, witk her hands dendbed and teeth 
set, and her eyes glaring so that her beaafy looked 
like the terrible beauty of Judith." 

" Well," Kud the duke, intensely interested ; '' and 
were not you disturbed for the &te of your broflier, 
ma douce soeur ang^lique ? " 

'' Strangely, duke, I had a perfect sel^possession, 
and a sort of projdietic anticipation of the result. 
My attention, too, was fixed on ma belle rose de 
Lancastre, who was now as pale as a lily, and who, 
when the bull rushed on Lord Pendleborough, even 
uttered a slight sob, followed by a deep, deep inspi- 
ration, and a flood of teans, when the mon&ter lay 
bleeding, with his throat cut, upon the road." 

'' What happened when Pendleborough sprang into 
the wood after the ruffian ? " inquired the duke. 

*' Mabel quivered firom head to foot at the pistol- 
shot, and watched the pursuit, pale and trembling, 
as long as they were in sight. Then she, tar the 
first time, seemed to revive to a consciousness of our 
presence. She turned her gaze on me as though ^ 
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had awakened from a dreanu She kissed xne^ and 
then Miss HoUingswortk ' Tkank God^ you are safe^ 
my dear &iends ! ' she said^ sjod at (mce made a great 
fiffixrt at self-command^ and resmned her usual stately 
hearing, and^ even to us, the Jierte which she shows 
to those who are not within the circle of her intimate 
friendafa^" 

'^Ahi can it be, then, that Lord Pendleborougfa 
has not proposed to her ? " said the duke. ** I had 
no so^icion whatever that she had any affection for 
him, though I had pretty well penetrated his secret." 

*^ I have another explanation, duke. I fancy I see 
a great struggle m Mabel's mind. I have had no 
douht that he has long been attached to her, and 
that last look proves to me that he has declared 
his attadmient, not merely by the steady attention 
of years of friendship with her father and herself, 
but, perhaps, recently in words. But Mabel has 
not only a great natural fierti, which would cause 
her long to question her own heart before she yielded 
to one whose position, immense possessions, original 
cliaracter, and personal attractions, have made him, 
as I hear, the ^ass of fashion in foreign courts ; 
but she has also a horror of the idea of a life 
devoted to even innocent pleasures, in the absence 
of an overmastering sense of higher duties. Pro- 
bably she has put her knight to this proof ; for. 
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« 

from his conversations with me, I gathered, in 
France, that he has, for more than a year past, been 
a diligent disciple of Malvoisin." 

" Oh, mystery of mysteries ! " said the duke ; " that 
subtle intelligence of woman, which, by intuition, 
solves every riddle I Ma douce et belle Marie, a 
thousand thanks for this charming solution of a 
puzzle, on which my crass intellect has pondered 
wiilessly and vainly." 

*' During our walk to the vicarage," continued the 
duchess, " Mabel was very silent, but she recovered 
her self-possession to a great extent before we 
arrived there; and when Lord Pendleborough re- 
turned — probably more fatigued with his exertions 
than his almost stem bearing betrayed, she received 
him with the most graceful courtesy, and a warm 
expression of thanks, in which we all joined, but 
without any sign of emotion on her part which was 
not at least equally exhibited by both Miss Hollings- 
worth and myself." 

" How did Pendleborough comport himself under 
this reception ? " asked the duke. 

" Almost sternly : he was paler than I have ever 
seen him, reserved almost to silence; he seemed 
chiefly satisfied that we did not appear much fatigued, 
and then he took charge of us, as though we were 
under his command, ordered out Miss HoUings- 
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worth's pony, declared that Miss Scarsdale could not 
dispense with her society that evening, and, directing 
US to ride before him in a group, hurried us home." 

" Did he gay what had become of ilie ruffian ? " 

« Not a word." 
Perhaps he had killed him," said the duke. 
Merciful Heaven ! I hope and pray not" 

" That, at least, would account for his sternness, 
silence, and anxiety that Miss Hollingsworth should 
accompany Miss Scarsdale." 

" Oh ! I pray you, duke, resolve this doubt ; I can- 
not bear to think what Mabel would suffer." 

" That I will at once," answered the duke. 

As, however, the duke rose to leave the room, the 
duchess's maid entered with a card, on which Lord 
Pendleborough had written, " Dear duchess, — ^You. 
and our two friends will be glad to learn, that it is^. 
probable the ruffian whom I chased in the wood wilL 
be captured to-night." 

When the maid had left, the duchess put the card 
into the duke's hand, who, on reading it, remarked, — 

" This clearly explains that Pendleborough on his 
return thought he had killed this ruffian, and now 
finds that he has escaped. Pray let Miss Scarsdale 
see the card at once; it is obviously his intention 
to relieve her mind from an oppressive appre- 
hension." 
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*^ I will go to her without a moment's delay," said 
the duchess, and, rising, she left the room. 

On the arrival of the riding-partj at flie hall, 
Mabel had carried Miss Hollingsworth with her to 
her own jwivate , sitting-room. She had maintained 
during the ride homewards the same ahnost qxi«en- 
Uke bearing which i&LQ duchess had described, and 
had renewed to Lord Pendleborough warmly her 
acknowledgments for his presence of mind and 
gallantry, wiijiout which some shocking cats^^ophe 
would doubtless, she said, have befallen them. 

** My father, the duke, and tlie vicar will know 
better how to thank you. Lord Pendleborough, than 
I can; but there is nothing in life worth having, 
without that personal satisfaction which you' have, of 
true and generous deeds." 

Lord Pendlebrough took her hand and lifted it to 
his lips, while he stooped to kiss it^ this time un- 
covered with a riding gaimtlet, nor did Mabd rebuke 
the warmth of feeling which he revealed. He was, 
however, quite silent, and, bowing to the duchess and 
Miss Hollingsworth, retired at once to his own 
room. When Mabel and Helen were alone, it wfts 
soon apparent that Miss Scarsdale was suffering &om 
a violent headache. Her friecid, having persuaded 
her to undress and lie down, gave her some anmionia. 
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and sat hj the bedside bathing her temples with 
eau-de-CJologne and water. After awhile^ Mabel 
aaid^ — 

*' Helen, I have a terrible thought." 

" What is it, dearest Rose ? perhaps I can relieve 
your apprehension." 

'^Have you noticed how stem and silent Lord 
Pendleborough has been since he returned to us ? " 

'^ But, Queen Mab, you don't know how msgestic 
yon have been in the smiles and favour with which 
you have acknowledged his prowess." 

**0h, no, my dear Helen, Lord Pendleborough 
knows the terms on which we are, and that it is not 
the lion heart which is not quite proved in him, nor, 
to whisper you a secret, dearest Heather-Bell, his 
tried love for his friend^s daughter. I read some- 
thing else in his impassible, stem presence : he had 
killed that man ! " 

" That is a terrible thought indeed, dear MabeL" 

"Oh, I know: there is an awful instinct which 
enables us to read the thoughts of those — those — who 
— ^who would seek to put their natures in harmony 
with ours,v which makes one sure of the meaning of 
every discord. He had the ccmsciousness of a 
terrible act on his mind, when he came bad^ so stem 
and pale." 

'^ But, dearest, he had been away from us an hour, 
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and his pallor and silence were perhaps simply 
fatigue from intense mental and physical exertion." 

** Did you observe the hole in his coat over the 
shoulder^ and the corresponding hole a little way 
down the back ? " 

*' What of that ? " 

" They were clearly the results of a pistol-shot^ 
for I have often examined my father's peninsular 
uniforms^ which are torn with balls in the same way/' 

*' Well, then, the man must have fired on him a 
second time." 

** So I think, and probably provoked a crushing 
blow from Lord Pendleborough, to which his life is 
a forfeit." 

** Though I am but a simple maiden, and though 
deeds of blood are shocking to me, yet if my father 
had so defended his own life, I might grieve and 
suffer, dear Mabel, as you do, but with patience and 
prayer the pang might pass." 

" Perhaps ; yet the doubt, the suspense, the vague- 
ness of everything torment me sadly, Helen; the 
image of that pale, stern man, speaking brief, peremp-^ 
tory words, afflicts me. Surely there is some shock- 
ing tale to unfold ; I doubt not, a history of righteous 
wrath, with ruthless guilt, but perhaps a savage man 
sent to his account suddenly by one swift blow of 
vengeance." 
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'* Oh, Mabel, Mabel, fear not to find Lord Pendle- 
borough all that your inner consciousness has proved 
him to be. He is self-possessed in the extremest 
peril. In such men danger is an inspiration which 
places them under the guidance of genius. Even 
if the man have perished, be confident Lord Pendle- 
borough has been true to his own noble generous 
nature.'* 

" I will not rebuke you, dear Heather-Bell, though 
your words imply that I have unconsciously such 
an interest in Lord Pendleborough as I have never 
confessed even in my prayers and secret commun- 
ings. He has done much this year or more past 
under my father's example and guidance to rise 
higher and higher towards the supreme objects of 
life, and he has made me conscious thdt he seeks 
my love." 

*^ Thank God, dearest Rose, for if my inexperience 
dare to speak, it is only to second the opinion of my 
father, who always calls him either David or Alfred 
when we are alone." 

*^ My sweet Helen, I know not whether I have 
yielded my heart or not, but this day's terrible 
agitation makes me fear that I have struggled vainly 
to repress this sentiment until I had complete proof 
that Lord Pendleborough had acquired a foil sense 
of the vast responsibilities of his station and posses- 
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sioni^ and had detenniiied to tram and devote him- 
self to meet them." 

** Dear queen, jooxfierii has nndergcme a terrible 
trial, bat I cannot bat congratnlate joor majestj 
on having at least preserved from all but your 
little privy cooncillor Ae interest yon take in the 
champicm who, having been victor in all the lists, 
is by his virtue to rescue some thralls from a wicked 
enchanter ere he can win the acknowledgment of 
your love.* 

« Nay. my pretty pri^y conndUor, you are 
privileged to see the mortal weakness of a moment 
of agony, but doubt not that I will be true to my 
highest allegiance until this brave and generous 
man prove that be will devote his life to God and 
his brethren as a soldier and servant of Christ" 

"Well said, my dear sister in heart and friend 
in trouble ; we are of one mind. Grod give you grace 
to be true to Him ! " 

A pause ensued. Helen still sat by the bedside 
holding Mabel's hand, who shut her eyes, the long 
dark lashes of the lids being moistened with tears. 
The room was quite still for half an hour. Then 
there came a gentle tap at the door. Helen rose 
to open it softly, and the duchess entered holding 
Lord Pendleborough's card in her hand. Heloi 
read it, smiled, and pointing to Mabel, who seemed 
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asleep, gently and silently exiled the duchess from 
the room. When the door closed, Mabel opened 
her eyes, and, seeing the card, anxiously asked, — 
Any relief, Helen, to my terrible anguish ? " 
Complete, my dear Mabel ; Lord Pendleborongh 
writes for our relief that he hopes the ruffian will be 
caught to-night." 

'' Thank God, then, he is not killed !" 
Assuredly not." 

But it is clear that in some way Lord Pendle- 
borongh conceived that he was dead, when he 
returned to us — else, why so stern, so pale, so 
peremptory ? " 

'^ Probably your instinct divined accurately, and 
this anxiety to reassure you thaf a life has not been 
sacrificed is a sign that the discord which caused 
such a jar in your heart, vibrated also in Lord 
Pendleborough's. He has answered jour stately 
courtesies by the genuine anxieties of love." 

" Oh, Helen, how has he bribed you to tempt me 
to be impatient with my vow to Heaven ?" 

" Or rather, dear friend, to assure you that your 
vows will be reconciled with your love." 

There was again silence. Mabel closed her eyes 
and with a muslin handkerchief moistened with eau- 
de-Cologne and water on her broad brow, seemed to 
doze. Helen sat by the fire musing, looking from 
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time to time at her friend, and sometimes sighing. 
She, too, had her vow. Sustained by her father, by 
prayer, faith, and active charity, as well as by cheer- 
ful studies, in which the vicar was her guide and 
teacher, she had borne her long trial with more than 
resignation, with a trustful confidence in the mercy 
of God's righteous providence. She possessed her 
spirit with the patience of the saints, waiting for the 
manifestation of His will. But something of the 
agitation of her friend's mind penetrated her own. 
She had been gradually made aware of the exact 
nature of the accident which had happened to 
Colonel Vavasour. Her father had revealed to her 
the imminent peril in which his life had been. He 
had even familiarized her mind with the details of 

Oliver Holte's timely interposition. Since Colonel 
Vavasour's return to Assheton Manor, he had been 
in too critical a state to see any one but Oliver 
Holte, who remained entirely with him, as friend 
and confessor quite as much as physician. The 
devotion of Oliver Holte to his friend knew no 
limit. He read to him; sustained his spirits by 
cheerfiil conversation ; communicated with Mr. Hoi- 
lingsworth and the principal tenantry; and espe- 
cially as a physician to the wounded conscience of 
the sufferer poured in the balm of holy thoughts, 
aspirations, and prayers. All this was known in 
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detail to Helen^ for the vicar considered his daughter 
entitled to the fullest knowledge of all that tran- 
spired. She had, therefore, pursued her studies, 
home duties, and charities, if with a suffering yet 
with a grateful mind. The chief trouble — the fear 
of an impenitent death — that was undergoing a 
gradual relief. Mr. Holte's faithful discharge of his 
complex functions was a source of deep gratitude. 
So her mind had retained much of its usual condition 
of tranquil confidence in the mercy of Heaven. 
This sudden vision of the half-blown flower of the 
love of her friend awaiting the light and warmth of 
the assurance of duty to burst into full bloom 
agitated her. She sighed deeply from time to time. 
Had she really reconciled herself to the one final 
wish that Colonel Vavasour should be reconciled to 
Heaven by a true penitence ? Had she really given 
up her early love, asking only that God in His 
righteous providence would so order events as to 
bring the prodigal son home to his Father? Had 
she quite, quite given him up to God ? Was there 
no lingering selfish wish ? Might not the reconciled 
penitent live to fulfil the vow of his youth ? 
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CHAPTER IV. 

A LEAP FEOM THE GLUT OF THE KESTREL COVE. 
— A NIGHT IN THE LAIR. — BLOODHOUNDS ON 
THE SCENT. 

The native population of East Lancashire, thongh 
only partially civilized tliirty years ago, and, conse- 
quently, rude and untamed, was not vindictive. The 
secret societies of the trades' unions had generally in 
them some extraneous element. Not unfrequently, 
Ribbonism, or Whiteboyism, had, by the Irish immi- 
grants, contributed some Milesian blood. Silas 
Whitaker, by his mother's side, was of Hibernian 
extraction, and had been much mixed with the tur- 
bulence of the Irish colonists at Manchester. Ascroft 
had another origin. He belonged to a family, some 
members of which had been hanged at Lancaster for 
a brutal murder of two servant-girls, in the open day, 
at Pendleton, within a few yards of one of the most 
thronged approaches to Manchester. He was then a 
youth, and the public horror which overwhelmed a 
family, in which a ruthless ferocity seemed to work 
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like a fierce animal instinct, drove him into the 
country. In the recesses of Bosaendale, pursuing 
his vocation as a journeyman handloom-weaver, he 
joined gangs of poachers on the moors, gratifying the 
impulses of his nature in the sav£^e contests with 
keepers in the pursuit of game. 

The young poacher is not unfrequently promoted 
to be a watcher, or under-keeper ; and, as Ascroft 
was sober, active, and daring, he was soon selected 
by Sir Guy Scarsdale's head-keeper to aid in watch- 
ing the moors above Scarsdale and Assheton. In 
this capacity, his pluck and hardihood were equal to 
any trial; but the ruthless savagery of his blood 
broke out in a fierce conflict on the moors, in which 
he was, with the utmost difficulty, separated from an 
antagonist, on whose throat he had fastened, with a 
gripe which would have been speedily fataL After 
this occurrence, he was distrusted. Removed to the 
preserves near Hurstwood, and regarded with 
apprehension, he was tampered with by dealers, 
and having been detected in the disposal of the game 
entrusted to his care, he had been dismissed, about 
two years before the machine-breaking riots. Re- 
suming his occupation of handloom-weaver, and now 
familiar with the Scarsdale and Assheton manors, he 
had become a formidable poacher. Naturally, he 
was an object of peculiar suspicion and vigilsmce to 
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the keepers of these manors. The irritation caused 
by such vigilance, by occasional detection and pun- 
ishment, and by night conflicts, fermented in the 
desperate nature of Ascroft. In one of these en- 
counters, he had received a stunning blow from a 
bludgeon, which had not only left him an insensible 
captive, but had divided the eyebrow and scalp by a 
deep contused wound, which had only slowly healed 
in the hospital of the prison, leaving an indelible red 
scar. Probably, the injury from this blow, though it 
left his physical vigour unimpaired, had aggravated 
the natural ferocity of his character by a new source 
of internal irritation. Certainly, from this time 
forth no enterprise seemed too ruthless for this fierce 
man. Silas Whitaker, therefore, in whom cunning 
was combined with his reckless qualities, relied 
mainly on Ascroft, in the execution of the bloody 
designs of the secret gang. He was the man who 
fired with a deliberate aim on Oliver Holte, when he 
rode down Scarsdale through the mob, sending a ball 
through his hat. Ascroft had been knocked over by 
Oliver's horse, and severely contused by his fall. 
His vindictive fury, inflamed by this event, and 
worked upon by Silas, disposed him to obey the 
orders of the secret gang. This had led him to way- 
lay Oliver in the wood, and to fire upon him a second 
time, a few nights after the outbreak. The belief 
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that lie had then been recognized caused his flight to 
the moors above Heptonstall^ where he had since lain^ 
concealed by some of the associates of Floi-bi-Neet. 
We have seen how he escaped the capture which 
awaited the rest of the gang at High Collor. This 
was the man to whom the order to assassinate Sir 
Guy Scarsdale had been issued by the remnant^ in 
their secret conferences in the Yorkshire moors. 

On the afternoon on which Lord Pendleborough 
had chased Ascroft through the wood, Oliver Holte 
had left Assheton Manor-house, to visit the suffering 
cottagers of Mere Clough. The great prostration of 
their strength seemed to yield neither to the more 
generous food provided by Sir Guy Scarsdale, nor to 
the prophylactic remedies intended to avert marsh 
fever. Something in the air of the cottages and of 
the Mere, combined with this continued debility, 
induced Oliver to conceive that an outbreak of some 
mimanageable form of typhus could not be avoided 
unless the cottagers could be removed from the 
clough to higher ground. He therefore determined 
to prolong his walk to the hall, and to suggest to Sir 
Guy Scarsdale that a range of handloom cottages, 
now in disuse, on one of the upland farms, should be 
at once appropriated to the reception of the inhabitants 
of the Mere Clough. With this view he had walked 
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down Scaradale by the forest road towards the hall. 
The main road followed the course of the stream^ at 
a dight eleyation above itj so as to preserve a 
:8traighter course and a more regular descent. The 
wood was dense^ and filled with undergrowth on 
every side, and a nule below the Mere Clough the 
steep slopes of the ravine, on tiie east, were from 
time to time broken by rocky projections, which at 
length showed themselves to be the outlying bluffs 
of a rampart of precipitous crags. About two miles 
from the Mere, this cliff swept backwards in a deep 
semicircle, with a span of a quarter of a mile, 
and a perpendicular face of rocks 250 feet high. 
The forest timber Bprang from the very talus of this 
precipice, and the rocks were singularly overgrown 
with ivy, whose knotted stems climbed the lower 
strata in rugged forms, ihe growth of centuries. 
Sixty or eighty feet from the talus, huge tods of ivy 
overhung, probably from projecting rocks, and hid 
the higher part of the cliff from any one standing at 
its foot. At a distance, however, glimpses of the 
whole face of the precipice might be obtained through 
the forest, and everywhere it was thickly clad with 
ivy. This was the Kestrel Cove — so called because 
it was tilie haunt of the sparrow-hawk, and the scene 
of diaring feats of keepers, in pursuit of this ravager 
of their preserves. Oliver Holte was a diligent 
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naturalists and he had diverged fraia the road to 
examine the line of stratificationj as he descended 
the ravine. His observations led him, st^ by st^^ 
into the recess of the Kestrel Cove. He was busied 
in the examination of as much of it as was not 
covered by the strong stems and knotted branches of 
Ihe ivy^ or concealed by the huge tods, which hung 
in masses £rom the face of the cli£^ While thus 
occupied^ he heard a loud cry at the top of the scarp. 
Looking up through the oaks, ash, and sycamores, 
which grew close to the foot of the rocks, he saw, a 
moment later, ihe closely-clustaied ivy disturbed by 
some heavy body descending through it, and strug- 
gling desperately. Instantly afterwards, it was clear 
that some man was in the agony of an eiBTort to pre- 
vent a frightful fall, by clutching the ivy branches. 
Oifee knotted stem, torn by his weight from its hold 
on Ihe irocks, was yielding rapidly, and, though break- 
ing his descent, threatened, as it grew thicker, to 
become kss lithe, and to snap off where it was dry 
and brittle with age. The felling man, there&re, 
grasped resolutely the thickest branches of the ivy 
tods, to lessen the strain on the stem which he still 
clutched. A few seconds only elapsed in these des- 
perate offorts, ero, mass after nuiss yielding, and at 
length the eftem itself breaking abrai^y, the mau 
&U iforty feet, on to the tidus at the' foot of the cliff. 
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The ground was softened with the moisture exuding 
from the strata, otherwise, though two hundred feet 
of descent had been accomplished with only a few 
scars, this last fall of forty feet must have been fatal. 
So nimble and self-collected, even to the last moment, 
was the victim, that he had balanced his descent so 
as to alight on his feet, but so heavily, that he was 
at once thrown, with a rude shock, backwards — ^his 
shoulders and head striking the earth violently. 
When Oliver came up, he was quite insensible. 

Oliver Holte instantly recognized, by the scar on 
the brow and the marked features, the man who had 
deliberately fired upon him, with such precision as to 
pierce his hat with a ball, and whom he had ridden 
down. He was the man, too, suspected of having 
shot at him at the edge of night in the wood between 
Scarsdale Hall and the Eagle MilL He was help- 
less, and Oliver was both brave and compassionate. 
His only impulse, therefore, was to employ the re- 
sources of his art to save a life. He dragged the 
body from the wet and steep talus to a dry bank at 
the foot of an oak, and then carefully laid bare the 
neck and chest. The heart laboured heavily, and 
there was a slow partial respiration. He cut the 
sleeve of the coat, bound the arm, and opened a vein. 
As the blood flowed, the breathing became deeper and 
more free, and* the pulsation of the heart less op- 
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pressed. He interrupted the flow of bloody now and 
then^ to afford time for the observation of the effects 
produced. In half an hour an almost natural respira- 
tion was established; the arm was bound up^ and 
the body slightly raised from its prostrate position. 
Another hour passed^ with little change^ except an 
occasional moan — a quiver of the lips and eyelids — 
and at length deep sighs. But soon afterwards^ 
Ascroft — ^for it was he — opened his eyes, as though 
awakening from a deep sleep, and gazed with a dimly- 
awakened consciousness on Oliver. The gaze was 
prolonged and silent. He saw, he knew not what. 
By slow degrees consciousness dawned. He turned 
his eyes, which had been fixed on Oliver, to the 
forest, and thence to the foot of the cliff, and then 
back to his attendant On him he gazed again, long 
and silently, while Oliver, drawing from 'his pocket a 
case of medicines, administered a cordial to him. 
When he had taken this, Oliver examined the limbs 
with care. None seemed to be dislocated or broken. 
As his patient now seemed conscious, he asked him 
whether he felt pain anywhere. There was no 
answer, but another prolonged gaze from the dark 
eyes, and a slight shudder. Oliver therefore con- 
tinued his examination with a gentle solicitude. He 
could discover no severe contusion, no fracture of the 
ribs. By and by the sufferer stretched out his 
VOL. ni. 48 
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lunbs^ aa thoogli to relieye a seBse of weariness. It 
was clear that he was recovering feom the stanniiig 
effects of hi& fall. 

Bat more than two hours of the aatmnuat after- 
noon had rapidly sped away* Twilight gloomed over 
the wood* Ascroft conld not be left there through 
the night. The hall was not half a mile distant, but 
the paih roond the sonthem extremity of the Kestrel 
Gove was a steep zigzag; and Oliver doubted MJieAer 
he had the strength to carry a burly man through 
the boggy ground of the Cove-wood and up tfaia 
abrupt path. At least he could strive to carry him to 
the foot of it, and he could then rapidly ascend and 
secure assistance from the hall to bear his patient to 
a shelter for the night. He therefore addressed 
himself to Ascroft, who had not spoken a word. 

^'Your kestrel hunting has nearly been fatal to 
you* You owe your life to your skill in dropping on 
to your feet from the last forty feet of your fall. But 
you were stunned. I have taken some blood from 
you^ and if you are now strong enough to hold on I 
will carry you on my back to some shelter, where I 
can take care of you for the night.'' 

Ascroft made no answer. 

^I cannot leave you here. The cold would be 
&tal to you. Can you stand ? " 

There was no reply. 
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** Strive to hold on by my shoulders while I carry 
yoa on my back to some place of shelter." 

He had reared Ascroft in a sitting position against 
an oak. He now raised him so as to stand with his 
back leaning against the tree. Stooping, he lifted 
the knees of his patient so as to throw his trunk upon 
his own back. Ascroft seemed to second his effort 
by placing his arms on Oliver's shoulders. Having 
thus adjusted his burthen^ he staggered forward 
through the boggy ground of the wood at the foot of 
the Cove. 

When Ascroft firat opened his eyes to fix his gaze 
on Oliver Holte, consciousness only slowly dawned. 
He did not at first recognize him. As his sense of 
his position graduaUy awakened, he ga^ed on the 
wood and the cliff, and began to have some faint 
recollection of the occurrences which had immedi- 
ately preceded. Then he recognized Oliver with a 
shudda*. He was in the power of a nian whose life 
he had twice attempted. By and by his conscious- 
ness was almost complete, and with it his natural 
astuteness and ferocity returned. He pondered sul- 
lenly on the course to be taken. He was too weak 
for a struggle with his attendant; yet to remain 
in his power was to expose himself to a certain 
capture ; in a short time he would be in the hands of 
the police^ and given up to justice, for two attempts 
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to kill the man who had now strangely sared his life. 
He could not escape this fate by force — ^he might by 
subtlety, or by some means which his imsuspectiiig 
deliverer, but certain betrayer, might place in his 
power. He therefore feigned a greater degree of 
unconsciousness and debility than he suffered. He 
observed Oliver's movements. They were all those 
of a thoughtful physician, who sought only his re- 
covery ; he therefore would have no suspicion of his 
design to escape by whatever means. When Oliver 
placed him on his back he still feigned an almost 
helpless condition. But, in truth, though he was 
weakened, his consciousness was now completely 
restored. He remembered his vindictive attempt to 
expose Sir Guy Scarsdale's family to the fury of the 
bull — ^his efforts to escape from Lord Pendleborough 
— ^his intention to reach the ledge in the Kestrel Cove 
— his struggles when the ivy stem was separated 
from the face of ihe cliff by the too sudden impulse 
of his abrupt descent. All this passed rapidly 
through his mind. If taken, his life was therefore 
thrice forfeited to the law. He must escape at what- 
ever hazard, by whatever means. He remembered, 
too, that, bound by the terrible oaths of the secret 
gang, he had been ordered to take Oliver's life, and 
had fired upon him in the Scarsdale Wood. The 
ferocious instinct had become in him an insanity. 
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He felt^ too^ the terrible and immediate peril of his 
position. What^ then, was the measure of his 
strength. When reared against the tree he found 
his limbs lithe and free. He could clutch either 
hand firmly. His arms seemed to have recovered 
their force. He feigned, however, still to be help- 
less, that he might choose his own opportunity. 

Oliver stepped warily down the dry bank to tra- 
verse the boggy ground with his heavy burthen. 
Ascroft perceived, in a short time, that the direction 
in which he moved was in a straight line with the 
steep zigzag which ascended to Scarsdale Hall. The 
shelter of which Oliver had spoken was not in some 
woodman*s cottage. Had he the design of fiirtively 
delivering him into the power of Sir Guy Scarsdale ? 
Had he tended him only to reserve him for ven- 
geance, and for the punishment of his crimes? 
These thoughts gathered into a tumult in his mind, 
just as Oliver reached the zigzag. They roused the 
murderous impulse in his heart to so fierce a fury, 
that he suddenly clutched his hunting-knife in its 
sheath in the breast pocket of his coat, and lifted his 
arm in the air. At the same time he leaned back- 
wards, holding 01iver*s shoulder with his left hand, 
and would have buried the knife deep in the spine of 
the neck, if the suddenness of the motion had not 
wrenched his legs from his bearer's grasp, enfeebled 
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by his struggle through the deep^ wet ground. Be- 
fore, therefore^ Ascroft could strike the neck, he fell 
heavily to the earth, grazing the back with his knife. 

Ere Oliver had turned round he had buried ihe 
weapon by a sudden blow deep in the leafy soil. 
The twilight had gloomed. They were at the foot of 
the zigzag. OliTer, conceiving that some convulsion 
had occurred, at once left his patient on the ground, 
saying, " I will bring back help to carry you to a 
shelt^ in a quarter of an hour." He then rapidly 
climbed the zigzag to the halL 

Oliver appeared at Scarsdale at tiie moment when 
the head keeper had been summoned by Sir Guy 
Scarsdale, to receive orders as to an immediate 
search for Ascroft. Sir Guy and Lord Pendle- 
borough heard the intelligence, and communicated 
in a few brief words to Oliver tlie chief occurrences 
of the afternoon. While, therefore, Oliver returned 
with the least possible delay with the keepers, ex- 
pecting to find Ascroft at the bottom of the zigzag. 
Lord Pendleborough sent to the duchess the card 
which it will be remembered she received from him. 

Oliver was no sooner out of sight than Ascroft rose, 
and looking round warily in the gloom, he removed 
his highlows, and stole along the hard ground 
where his feet would leave kttle or no trace. Thus, 
among bushes of hazel and thickets of tbonis and 
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briar^ he crossed the spur on which«the zigzag led to 
the hall. Descendmg on the southern side^ he came 
to the foot of another precipioe^ called the Scarsdale 
Crag, on the top of which stood the rams of the 
keep. This crag was a cliff of the same strata of 
rocks as those which formed the Kestrel Cove. But 
here, the face of the precipice was not a semicircle, 
bat an irregular line broken by bold piUars of rock. 
Stepping from stone to stone so as, if possible, to leare 
no footmarks, Ascroft approached a dense thicket of 
holly, briar, bramble and mountain ash, growing 
dose to the foot of the cliff. Behind this he crept, 
until he got to the centre. There he tilted backwards 
a large bolder which lay against the rock. Beneath 
this was a hole like the mouth of a drain, into which 
he crept, thrusting his feet under the rock, and 
gradually wriggling backwards, until his shoulders 
were under the edge of the cliff. Then stretching 
out his arms he drew the bolder over the mouth. 

A few yards &rther back the passage, into which 
he had thus painfully entered, was less encumbered 
with dSyris. It soon became apparent that the mouth 
of a subterranean gallery had been nearly choked by 
the splinters which, perhaps, centuries had accumulated 
at the fijot of the cliff, since the arch had been cut in 
the rock. Six yards within, the cavern was high 
enough to enable a man to walk in a slightly stooping 
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posture. It entered the rock in a straight line for 
about twenty yards. At the end of this gallery at a 
right angle on the left hand was another^ containing 
a flight of steps cut in solid stone^ which ascended 
to a small chamber. Here he groped in the black- 
ness of the gloom for a strong oaken door covered 
with the clenched heads of iron bolts^ but without 
handle^ keyhole, or hinge on the exterior. Having 
found this door, with which he seemed to be familiar, 
he stretched himself on the floor of this chamber, 
weary and weak, and was soon fast asleep. He 
slumbered with the profound stupor of fatigue and 
of the consequences of his falL 

After his interview with the duchess, the duke of 
Chatellerault retired to his own apartment in a mood 
deeply reflective. The courtesy which belonged to 
him as one of the ancient noblesse of France, his 
gallantry to a beautiful and charming woman, who 
had watched his illness with the pious devotion of a 
sister of charity and the tenderness of a daughter, 
gave an air of grace to his intercourse with the 
duchess, which masked the terrible struggle by which 
his inner nature was torn. In the presence of such 
purity he felt self-condemned. The simplicity and 
truth of the guileless character of his wife rebuked 
the subtle spirit of her lord. There was within him 
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a sense of honour^ which made life itself a small price 
to pay for his plighted word. He saw the divine 
instinct of the duchess which gave her an implicit 
trust in this proud faith of the noble of Old France. 
But all else within him wanted harmony with the 
sanctity of that virgin nature^ whose aspirations 
sought to spirituahze aU the relations of life^ so as to 
sublimate them by faith and hope and charity to an 
anticipation of a better world. Charmed by the 
beauty and grace, subdued by the piety and gentle- 
ness of the duchess, won by her saintly tenderness, 
he felt oppressed by the impossibility of offering more 
than a paternal affection, and of reconciling even 
that with his inner self corrupted by long use. When 
his thoughts recurred to the associations with which 
his epicurean life had surrounded him in Paris, he 
felt that the frivolity, and the debasing sensuality of 
his career could not be exposed to the gaze of that 
being, whom Vavasour had described as an angel, 
whom he had brought within his house to look with 
heavenly eyes on all his ways. Thus, though the 
distractions of his voyage, of change of scene, and of 
an association with Sir Guy Scarsdale's family had 
afforded a respite, the duke gloomily reflected that the 
catastrophe of his errors was not the less sure. He 
asked himself the terrible question : — Shall I add to 
all the regrets of my wasted life, the remorse of the 
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rain of the happiness of a saint, whose beauty, grace, 
and purify appeal to ?iz€ in whom the honour of a 
French noble survives ? 

Every means which had suggested itsdf to the 
subtle intelligence of the duke, as a way of escape 
from this catastrophe, seemed to have proved abortive. 
He reflected, one by one, on each. His reflections' 
raised his estimate of the motives of Lord P^idle- 
borough, of MalvQisin, of the duchess, and plunged 
him into a profounder gloom, when he analysed the 
selfishness and sensuality of his own. He felt, that 
whatever the inbred poUteness of his rank might 
,„^,, however .he L<«, ™^ of M, He 
mind might place him temporality in relations with 
EngUsh society, his whole experience and habits were 
in discord with this domestic practical life, composed 
of familiar and social duties, interwoven with tradi- 
tional pursuits. By and by his inquisitive interest 
would be exhausted; he would soon become weary of 
this provincial routine. The sarcastic demgrcmt spirit 
would disturb the calm of his courtesies. The critical 
analytic severity of his nature would pierce with its 
poisonous fang, even the charities of this serene 
existence. His irritable nerves, disturbed by gout 
and tortured by remorse, would, against his will, 
cheat him into some outbreak of fury. Could he 
even protect the duchess herself from his sarcasms. 
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his tendency to see and expose faults^ or to imagine 
them where they did not exist ? Even, if his affection 
should grow, could he protect her from the severities 
of an insane jealousy? Could he always look some 
iUnaion of his imagination as to her fidelity in the 
face, until the monstrous phantom disappeared tmder 
his steady gaze ? Or, must he be maddened by the 
growth of a love, contrary to his plighted word, but 
the strength of which might be to him an unquench- 
able fire, the torment of an undying worm ? Under 
the tortore of these reflections, the duke writhed, as he 
had often before spent hours of agony in La Vendfe, 
before he was soothed and aided by Malvoisin. The 
dnke rung for his valet, and directed him to inquire 
whether M. Malvoisin could permit him to wait 
upon him before dinner. The servant brought a 
courteous reply from M« Malvoisin, that, as soon as 
he had changed his riding dress, he would prefer to 
do himself the honour of visiting the duke. After a 
short interval, M. Malvoisin entered the duke's room. 
The duke briefly related the events of the afternoon. 
He dwelt emphatically on the confirmation which 
they gave to the assurances of Malvoisin, as to the 
feelings of Lord Pendleborouffh towards the duchess. 
He only glanced by a passing allusion at a possible 
solution ofLordPendleborough's /arotfcAe indifference 
to the homage of fashion in the capitals and courts of 
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Europe. He then spoke in despair of tie reflections 
into which he was plunged by an analysis of his 
position. 

*^ You found me dying in La Vendue. It was an 
act of cruel kindness to prove a too skilful physician 
to a mind poisoned past cure by the corruptions of 
my life^ and a strength exhausted by an unbridled 
career, and nnequal to struggle with this vulture of 
remorse. Why, oh why did I not expire in La Ven- 
due ? To have so died would have been some sort 
of expiation I It would have been a sort of suicide by 
the pangs of conscience ! I have regained a strength 
which feeds the thoughts that prey upon me." 

*^ Such a revulsion of feeling was to be expected, 
duke. The tide of our being seems to suffer a par- 
tial ebb, even when it is flowing. You are suffer- 
ing, either from physical or from moral causes, a 
transient recoil of doubt and distress. You have not 
yet learned confidence in the new course of life, of 
which you are making trial." 

" On the contrary, I am convinced that my whole 
nature is poisoned by a fatal virus, which will work 
its own hideous results in a moral deformity — a 
depravity of temper and manners — ^which will con- 
sume my being, and make me loathsome to the 
angelic purity of this saint, whom I have invited 
to shed the light of heaven even on my inner self 
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—eaten by the ulcers of a life which, in retrospect, 
is a long disease." 

** Let me speak as frankly to you, duke, as if I 
were your confessor." 

''I invite you to do so." 

** You have spent a magnificent fortune — ^your con- 
stitution at forty-five is so exhausted that, without 
repose, your career will soon end — while in art, litera- 
ture, and science, your subtle and acute mind has 
rare accomplishments, you have permitted your 
moral nature to be averted from the highest aims of 
life, to an epicurean existence, in all respects beneath 
your natural gifts and station. The taint of this life 
rankles like a poison in your conscience. You 
cannot expel this virus at once. Time is required 
for its elimination. I encourage you to believe, that 
the irascibility, suspicion, and critical malignity of 
which you complain will, in a calmer life among 
wholesome associations, gradually subside. You will 
gain strength of body, and mental power to control 
these terrible results of a reckless addiction to so- 
called pleasure. Let me be your physician, and 
believe that, with time, all will improve." 

** But already I am impatient of the niaiaeries of 
this provincial life. To touch the secret springs of 
European civilization — to float among the statesmen, 
diplomatists, and men of genius in the capitals of 
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Europe — has become to me a necessity of ^d&te&ce. 
I camiot away with this fade successioa of duties in 
the seduaion of a wild region of forest and moor." 

" By and by. Sir Ghiy Scarsdale will visit London* 
There, as elsewhere, he has the enirie of the highest 
and most intellectual society. Accompany him, duke. 
You will — separated &om associations which drag 
your life downwards — ^find, in the highest regions 
of English life,^ all that you justly say haa become 
necessary to your existence." 

^^ Malvoisin ! you would have made a great general — 
or a greater Superior of the Order of Jesus; for your 
presence is so calm — ^your intelligenee so lofty — ^your 
range of vision so wide, that you have the transient 
power to make me obedient to your wilL I submit^ 
because I know that my mind is diseased — my thoughts 
are unnatural, they border on phrenzy — you have the 
power to control me, as the lunatic is controlled by 
the eye of his keeper, or as a beast of the forest is 
awed by the gaze of man." 

So saying the duke sank back upon his sofa ex- 
hausted. Malvoisin, knowing his moods, remained 
silently by his side. After the lapse of an hour, the 
bell rang, and the duke's valet entered to dress him 
for dinner. Then, without uttering another word, 
Malvoisin noiselessly retired. 

The party which Sir Guy Scarsdale assembled at 
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a late dinner included, besides the vicar and Mr. 
Oliyer Holte, Mr. Cliderhow and Mr. Balderstone, 
with some of the oldest mannfacturers of the valleys 
of the Irwell and Roche, and of the forests of Rossen- 
dale and Pendle. These ivere men who had risen 
from the ranks. Whose progenitors had either been 
small yeomen, or tenant farmers, with a few looms at 
work in Hieir homesteads ; or even industrious, thrifty, 
handloom weavers, who had gradually increased the 
number of journeymen in their homrshops. The 
memory of some of his guests, therefore, extended to 
period of the invention of the " spinning-jenny," and 
** water-firame." They remembered the early riots 
by which these machines were driven from Blackburn 
and the valley of the Calder, into Nottingham and 
Derbyshire. They could speak of the gradual con- 
version of corn-mills, moved by water power, into 
spinning mills, and of the absorption for manu&c- 
tures of this motive force through the hill valleys — 
of the introduction of Watt's steam-engine — the 
building of mills in villages, and the rapid growth of 
new and flourishing towns. 

The conversation during dinner was led backwards 
by Sir Gruy Scarsdale and the vicar, for the informar 
tion of Malvoisin to the traditions of an earlier period* 
His guests, speaking a broad Lancashire dialect — 
being themselves men of the simplest habits, and of 
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manners which^ thougli frank and courteous^ were 
otherwise unpolished — ^related how. their fathers had 
conducted the first steps of the staple manufacture, 
about the period of the invention of the fly-shuttle 
by Kay, of Bury. A century only had elapsed, since 
the roads through the valleys of the Irwell and the 
Roche were so rude, that they were little traversed 
by carriages. The products of the quarries and 
mines, and of the loom were carried on the '' pack- 
saddles" of horses. Thus also the cloth woven in 
the forest and moorland homesteads and cottages, 
not required for home consmnption, was carried to 
Manchester or to Leeds. By the fly-shuttle, about a 
century ago, a great impulse had been given to the 
power of the production of the loom as compared with 
that of the spinning-wheel. The wages of the women 
and girls employed in spinning rose. Every effort 
was used by yeomen, farmers, and small manufac- 
turers having loomshops to stimulate the production 
of the "yam," for the warp, and of the *^ weft" for the 
tissue of the cloth. Their agents went from house to 
house distributing cotton or wool to be cleaned, 
carded, and spun, and collecting the woollen or 
cotton " weft " or " yam." Hence the whole country 
was traversed by such paths from one homestead, 
or cottage, to another, along which these collectors 
travelled, either with wicker baskets, called " skips," 



TRADITIONS OF TRADE. 129 

on their backs, or with donkeys or ponies, and large 
wicker panniers. The roads are to this day known 
as "Jersey roads" — that is, paths used by the collec- 
tors of the woollen thread spun for the flannel, baize, 
or blanket loom, and called "Jersey." 

The diflSculties of thus providing warp and weft 
for the looms, whose productive power was so greatly 
increased by the invention of the " fly-shuttle," were, 
however, insurmountable. Without the successive 
inventions of the "spiiming-jeimy," the "water frame," 
or '^throstle," the cylindrical carding machine, the 
steam-engine, and the " mule," the vast commercial 
and social development of Lancashire would have 
been arrested at successive periods of progress. 

In conversation during dinner, the vicar aided Sir 
Guy Scarsdale in' drawing out from his aged guests, 
in their quaint vernacular, a series of interesting 
anecdotes, illustrating these traditions. Sir Guy 
translated them to the duke, to whom the dialect 
was unintelligible, and succeeded gradually, with the 
aid of Malvoisin, in awakening the duke's interest in 
the narratives. 

The conversation was garnished with accounts of 
strangely rude customs and habits. The gu«sts 
related how the inhabitants of the forest valleys — 
especially boys — ^had been clad in clothes formed of 
sheepskins, the wool of which was worn inwards, 
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and the half-taimed skin oatward& They related 
the primitiye condition of the dwellings — ^the rude** 
ness of rural pastimes — ^the savageness of personal 
coml«ts, and of the feaya caused by viBage feuds- 
the grpssness of certain provincial superstitions and 
usages* Eyen in their own experience they had 
narratives of adventures or rides &om the foresk 
valleys to the Manchester market, along deejiy ruttect 
roads crossed by perilous quagmires ; and^ in winter^ 
chd^ed by drifts of snow. Such a journey rei^uired 
that the manufacturer shoidd be in the saddle at 
four or five o'clock in the morning, according to the 
distance he had to ride; and as the roads were not 
always, safe, they dften came from Manchester in 
the evening in parties riding ten or a dozen mSes 
in c(Hnpany, for protecti<xQ against footpads, and then 
dispersing on their separate moorland routes. 

The vicar also elicited curious stories a& to the 
habits of small squires, who had, a^ century before, 
inhabited the humbler class of mansions, built in the 
style of James the First, so many of which still 
remain as monuments of a state of society now past. 
The coarse, convivial habits of this class of gentry 
wese related, as well as their addiction to cock^ 
fighting, bull and bear baiting, dog-fighting, and the 
better sports of hunting the otter and the fox. 

It was late ere Sir Guy rose and conducted hia 
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guesta into the drawing-room^ where^ after a welcome 
from the ladies^ they were again soon lefl alone ; the, 
fidr hostess^ fatigued with the events of the day^. 
having been urged, by the duchess to retire. 

There had been a marvellous growth of wealth, 
within a century. Indeed, a century and a half 
before this time, these moorlands had been only sheep 
pastures and deer forests. The annual value had 
increaaed a hundred, or five hundred fold, or even 
moiFe throughout entire districts. Malvoisin had^^ 
throu^out the entire conversation, pressed a series 
of inquiries as to the amelioration of habits — tlie 
decrease of superstition — the increase of self-control 
in all classes, — which had accompanied the growth 
of physical well-being. 

The duke suggested cynical doubts ; gradually 
roused himself to propose the problem that the deer- 
keeper of the ancient forest, the shepherd, or bind, 
of the trackless moorland, the herdsman of some 
solitary upland glen, were, two centuries ago, simpler 
better, stronger, and happier, than the race now 
crowding the valleys and plains. He spoke in French 
as follows: — 

** To increase in numbers, in activity, in wealth, 
or even in knowledge, is not certainly to make pro- 
gress in happiness, nor necessarily to rise to a higher — 
it may be only a different, form of civilization. These 
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handloom weavers are surely not happier than the 
forest hinds, shepherds, and huntsmen. Are these 
manufacturers superior to the small gentry and 
yeomanry who inhabited, in the seventeenth century, 
the scattered rural halls ? Are the people more 
loyal, pious, obedient to the laws, or more intelligent 
promoters of the national welfare ? " 

'^ Such improvements," answered Malvoisin, also 
speaking in French, ^* are slow. Material prosperity 
may be the growth of scientific discoveries, combined 
with local advantages, concurring with public policy. 
It is possible to conceive a vast increase of wealth, 
commercial activity, and power, without an elevation 
of the standard of public or private morality — with- 
out the growth of a national literature — without the 
improvement of political or social institutions. But 
I think the century of scientific discovery and inven- 
tion has also been an era of legislative, political, 
social, and domestic improvement. I differ from the 
common estimate, for I regret to think that moral 
progress has not kept pace with that which is purely 
intellectual, nor Christian civilization developed so- 
ciety, in all its forms, with the rapidity with which it 
has advanced in physical comfort, and power over 
the natural forces. Wealth is not heroism; nor is 
national power to be measured either by men or 
money, without the indomitable valour — ^the love of 
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truth — the faith and moderation — of the progenitors 
of this great nation.** 

'* I wish," replied the duke, '* that I could imhibe 
so cheering a philosophy. History rather teaches 
me that society revolves in cycles, than makes any 
true progress through a series of developments. I 
can look back to periods of history in which I would 
rather have lived than at present." 

'*But I," said the vicar, ^^must discard Chris- 
tianity — must disbelieve the gradual substitution of 
the law of Christian brotherhood, or love, for the 
antagonistic spirit of all preceding forms of society — 
if I do not cling firmly to the conviction, sanctioned, 
as I think, equally by historical and by philosophic 
induction, that the principle of Christian brotherhood 
is, in the slow growth of secular changes, glowing like 
a dawn through these eighteen hundred years — the 
dawn of a better state of society." 

"If the eras of social change are as vast and as 
majestically gradual as the geological ages of transi- 
tion, I may be won," said the duke, *^ to a dim faith 
in development." 

*^ Take care, duke," said the vicar, with a gravity 
which had in it something of a rebuke, '^ that you 
do not place yourself in the light of the prophetic 
denunciation of St. Peter, and be reckoned among 
those ^ scofiers ' who shall * come in the last days. 
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saying, Where is the promise of His coming? for 
since the fathers fell asleep, all things contiaue as 
they were from the begmning of tihe creation.' " 

'^ I am but too much inclined," replied the duke, 
^ to fiilfil both tliat part of the apostle's words which 
describes the ^ scoffsrs walking after their own lusts,' 
and which you are scarcely faithful in not repeating, 
and in questioning whether the Saxon thanes and 
Norman lords, with their serfe and villeins, cared not 
as much for the well-being of the common people as 
these manufacturers for their starving weavers. ** 

" The law has displaced the rule of force, and the 
caprice of individual will among the strong," said 
Malvoisin. ** There is no rapine, no law of feud — 
the common people are not chattels — they fare better, 
are better clad and housed, and have more liberty 
and intelligence. The instincts of the governing 
class are more humane — those of the comparatively 
subject less brutish. There is more securiiy fin* life 
and for property, even for the feeble and solitary." 

"There is, therefore, a dawn," said the vicar, 
*^and St. Peter warned the Church, saying, 'Be- 
loved, be not ignorant of this one thing, that one day 
Js with the Lord as a thousand years, and a thousand 
years as one day."' 

After an interview with Sir Gruy Scarsdale, Oliver 
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-Holte had returned, with two keepers, down the 
steep zigzag, between the Kestrel Gove and Scarsdale 
Crag, to the place where he had left Ascroft. The 
twilight had meanwlnle rapidly thickened in gloom, 
and night was at hand. There was, however, just 
light enough to identify Oliver's footsteps, deepened 
by his heavy burden in the soft earth, and the im- 
pression of Ascroft'fl body where he had fallen. To 
iheir surprise, he was no longer there. The head- 
keeper restrained them from moving from the spot, 
in order that no fresh mark might .be left on the soil, 
and, if possible, the direction of Ascroft's retreat 
might be traced. The night had become so dark^ 
that it was even difficult to climb the zigzag back to 
the hall. Up this the baffled party returned, to 
await the arrival of the police, who, as Sir Guy had 
informed them, were on their way from Manchester. 
A couple of hours later, Philp and Martin arrived 
at Scarsdale Hall. Oliver had remained in Sir Guy's 
library, at his request, to concert measures with them 
for the night. Philp had a long conference with 
Oliver, made numerous inquiries from the keepers, 
and examined plans of the hall, and of the wood, 
Gove and crag. At length, he suggested that Oliver 
should spend the night in Sir Gny Scarsdale's 
dressing-room; that one watcher, witiboitt shoes, 
should move noiselessly about in the hall and passages 
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on the ground floor ; and that others should be sta- 
tioned^ one in the long gallery and corridors of the 
floor occupied by the family, and the other m those 
occupied by their guests. He suspected that Ascroft 
had some place of concealment close at hand. He 
therefore determined that he and Martin, each accom- 
panied by a keeper, should watch through the night 
in the wood — one in a thicket, at the foot of the 
southern horn of the Kestrel Cove ; the other, at the 
southern end of the Scarsdale Crag. Deloisir offered 
his services, and he, with the Cock of Rossendale, was 
stationed in a thicket, half way up the zigzag, at a 
point which both prevented any escape in that 
direction and overlooked the precipitous declivity 
which, on either side, descended to the Kestrel Cove 
and the foot of the Scarsdale Crag. Every watcher 
was well armed with pistols and a dirk, and provided 
with a dark lantern, with a bull's-eye glass and 
reflector. 

This arranged, Philp quietly stationed the watchers 
in the house, iand gave to each detailed instructions 
and cautions. He then took some refreshment with 
Martin, and walked forth, with Deloisir and the rest 
of his party, with the stealthy step of a tiger-cat, 
apparently certain of his prey. 

Meanwhile, Ascroft slumbered soundly in the 
chamber of the subterranean gallery. Exhausted by 
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Ids rapid run of two miles through the rough and 
boggy ground of the wood, by the agony of his 
frightfiil straggle on the face of the precipice, and by 
the consequences of his fall, a profound sleep came 
to the relief of his vigorous and healthy frame. He 
slumbered on, hour after hour, through tlie night. 
At length, he was awakened by hunger, for he had 
not eaten anything from the preceding noon. He 
awoke in the black darkness of his cavernous lair, 
and groping about found the studded door, and soon 
remembered where he was. Crawling down the flight 
of steps cut in the rock, and then along the gallery 
towards the entrance, he slowly removed the bolder 
to refresh himself with the air, and to watch what 
was stirring without. The sun had some time risen, 
the birds were singing their matins in the wood, the 
light glanced from the trunks of the forest trees, and 
glittered on the leaves. As seen from the cavern, it 
had a green sheen, like that of a pale emerald, or like 
the sea-water in the inlet of a rocky shore. Even 
the ruthless instincts of Ascroft had not blunted his 
mental perceptions, so as to make him indifierent to 
natural beauty. This sense, and the power of obser- 
vation, together with the craft, daring, and romance 
of adventure, often lie at the root of the poacher's 
impulses, and nourish them with an aliment stronger 
than the profits of their moonlit and stealthy enter- 
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prises. With the astut^iess of a watcher for deer, 
and with somewhat of the pleasure of a natnralist^ 
Ascroft lay on his breast^ with his liead barely pro- 
truding from the narrow mouth of the secret gaHery, 
hidden in front by the thicket which grew close to 
the foot of Scarsdale Crag. Stealthily, his eyes 
searched the wood, through the int^^tic^ of tiiis 
close undergrowth. For a long time, nofliing stirred, 
except the rabbits, which bobbed about from hole to 
hok, showing the white fur under their tails— the 
hares, which passed with slower and longer bounds, 
nibbling as they went — the pheasants, which fed 
nnder the Spanish chesnnts, and among the bushes 
of Mahonia — the wood-pigeons and magpies, each 
with their peculiar flight and note — and the colony of 
rooks, which careered overhead from the vast syca- 
mores and limes which surrounded Scarsdale Hall. 
Ascroft found much of paculiar interest to him in all 
that he saw, but these were not the objects of his 
watch. 

What was that in the thicket, near the foot of the 
zigzag ? A man, whom he could not recognize, was 
busy, like a hunter, in the examination of the ground. 
He advanced slowly, with a microscopic scrutiny. 
Stop by step, every blade, pebble, and leaf, seemed 
to be observed. Had he found some trace of Ascroft's 
footsteps of the preceding night, even though he had 
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taken the precaution to remove Iiis highlows? Mo 
other person was in sight. But this stranger, stoop- 
ing to the earth, and advancing slowly, with singulnr 
care and skill, followed traces of the path along wliicli 
Ascroft had threaded the thickets to the stony talus 
of the cliff. The progress of the searcher was ver}' 
tardy, but it seemed to be sure. By trifling marks, 
the pressure of his feet on the leafy soil under the* 
forest trees seemed to be detected. His path, how- 
ever, had been purposely devious, and he had struck 
the talus of stones fallen from the cliff above t\vc» 
hundred yards beyond the entrance of the gallery. 
Eveaa if the searcher should be successful in tracing- 
his footsteps to this point, he must have singulai* 
acnteness, and marvellous power of observation, if hiP 
could retrace his strides from one large angular stone 
to another, as far as the thicket and the mouth of the 
cave. 

To prepare himself, however, for every alternative. 
Ascroft pulled from his pocket a large hunch of bread 
and some bacon, the common resource of poachers. 
When he had eaten a part of this, and swallowed twjo 
or three mouthfuls of whisky from his flask, he with- 
drew farther into the gallery, and, by the light of the 
entrance, carefully reloaded a double-barrelled pistol. 
Assuring himself that his knife was safe, and that h<» 
had in his possession a piece of iron, like the key of th(^ 
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nut at the head of a screw, he returned noiselessly 
and cautiously to his post of observation. 

In the interval, the first stranger had been joined 
by a second, and their proceedings were observed by 
a group of the Scarsdale keepers whom he knew, 
and who stood at the foot of the zigzag. The two 
strangers were clearly upon his traces. They had 
followed, with strange skill and accuracy, the very 
devious path by which he had threaded the under- 
growth. At their rate of progress, however, it 
woiild take them an hour, at least, to reach the rocky 
border of the talus of the Scarsdale Crag. Having 
satisfied himself of this, Ascroft cautiously replaced 
the bolder on the mouth of his place of conceal- 
ment, crawled back into the gallery, and, creeping 
along it, ascended the flight of steps to the chamber, 
in which was the oaken door, thickly studded with 
bolts. Here, with a flint and steel, he struck a spark 
on to some tinder, lighted a match, and then a candle 
— all which simple apparatus was contained in a 
small tin box, carried in his pocket, for his midnight 
poaching rambles. Having thus lit up the chamber, 
he pulled from his coat the iron key, and, examining 
the square studs which projected from the face of the 
door, fixed upon three. He first applied the key in 
succession to two of these — one, near the edge of the 
door, was turned round about twenty times; the 
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second, which was about half way towards the centre, 
only six times, and in an opposite direction to the 
first The key was then applied to a stud much 
higher up, the rows which intervened having first 
been carefully counted. This higher stud was turned 
round also about twenty times. When Ascroft had 
finished this last manoeuvre, he pulled the heavy 
oaken door slowly open with the help of the key, so 
that he could insert his fingers at the edge, and then 
cautiously exerting his strength he dragged it towards 
him, till he could pass through the interval. 

On the other side appeared the bottom of a deep 
well, cut through the rock of the crag, but with no 
lateral opening below, except this door. This well 
and postern had, apparently, formed a safe and secret 
means of communicating with the country, when the 
keep and its castellated precincts were beleaguered 
above. The door was doubly secured. In the in- 
terior were massive bars, bolts, and props, which, 
combined with the great strength of the door itself, 
would prevent an entrance to the well by this means. 
To enter the bottom of the well, without possessing 
the means of ascent for upwards of 250 feet, was, 
however, to be in no better position that at the foot 
of Scarsdale Crag. The means of ascent and descent 
were commanded by a chain hanging fi:om a thick 
oaken trunk above, on which it was wound by a 
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Aviiich. handle, within a lateral chamber^ at the 
:iuinm£t id the welL Communication could thms be 
maintained with the exterior without danger to the 
keep^ and intelligenee and suj^lies were thus within 
reach. The means bj which Aacroft had e&cted 
his entrance e<HiHsted of air arrangement for the 
retmm of a confidential messcaiger to the keep. By 
the turniiag oi the first two studs Ascrofithad worked 
an iitemal rack^ Ebcrating the massive bar of a latch 
from two perpendicular bolts which held it down. 
HuA ing thua freed the latch, it was £fied by turning 
another rack^ by means of the diird stud to. which 
the key was applied. 

When Ascroft entered the bottom of the weil^ he 
ciirefiJly examined the rust-eaien chain whicJi hung 
ill the centre. He knew it to be still strong enough 
to bear his weight. On the chain loops of cord had 
been &stened to the Bnks^ at intervals within a 
moderate stride upwards. By means of these loops> 
die chain could be ascended^ and the chamber at the 
top of the well could be reached. 

Having completed his observaticms, Ascrofb re- 
untered the chamber at the top of the fli^t of steps,* 
lea\'ing the oaken door partially open; then he 
descaided the steps, blowing out his candle at the 
footy aoid replacing ft in his tin box. Thence, 
.stealdshily and cautiously, he crept to the entrance. 
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Th^e he lay a quarter of an hour without dis- 
tnrbiiig the bolder, listening in silence. Hearing 
nedung to deter him, he again careftdlj removed the 
stone, and raised hi& head to the edge of the soil in 
the thicket Afler searching for some time he at 
length discovered that the two strangers had threaded 
their way through the copse nearly to the place 
where his path had first struck the large stones 
at the foot of the talus. By and by, Philp and 
Martin — for they were the two strangers watched by 
Aflcroft — ^reached this point. After carefully exa- 
mining the soft ground on every side along the foot of 
the talus, they returned in about half an hour to the 
point of the stony border to which their quest had 
led tibem. There, sitting down on a mass of rock, 
they whistled. The group of keepers then ap- 
proached from the foot of the zigzag, about a quarter 
of a mile away. Some refreshment was distributed 
to the whole party, for it was afternoon. During 
their meal they talked in whispers. After a respite 
of twenty minutes thus occupied, the keepers dis- 
persed, arranging themselves at intervals which 
enabled each man to see his neighbour, and in a line 
stretching from the foot of the zigzag to a point about 
two hundred yards below the place where they had 
eaten their meaL 

The cunning of a red Indian in pursuit of the trail 
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of an enemy or of game could not surpass the skill 
of Philp, in similar combinations, on the track of 
offenders against the law. From his conferences on 
the preceding evening, and from his scrutiny of the 
plans of the hall, he had felt certain that Ascroft was 
acquainted with some hiding-places, or even pos- 
sessed secret means of access to the hall. From the 
condition in which he had been left at the foot of the 
zigzag, Philp had no doubt that he had crept to one 
of these crypts. From this covert he expected him 
to be compelled by hunger to come forth, after 
some hours' rest. Through the night, therefore, the 
Kestrel Cove, the zigzag, and the Scarsdale Crag 
wood had been watched. When the morning broke 
without any sign of the assassin's position, Philp, 
having sent only one man for their breakfast, main- 
tained the watch from a part of the zigzag which 
overlooked both the Cove and the crag. He then 
commenced a careful examination of the ground, and, 
after some time, found faint traces of the steps of a 
man walking in coarse ribbed stockings over the 
leafy forest earth. The course taken was devious. 
It threaded the thickets, so as to confirm his suspicion 
that Ascroft had chosen an intricate route to baffle 
pursuit. Filled with this conception of his cunning, 
when he had assured himself that he was on the right 
track, he had summoned Martin to assist him, and to 
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be ready for any emergency. If flight from the 
wood had been Ascroft's intention, he certainly would 
not have chosen so tortuous a path. He must, there- 
fore, be hidden somewhere near. The morning, as 
we have seen, was consumed in this scrutiny. 

Ascroft still lay watching at the mouth of the 
passage when Philp and Martin resumed their 
search. At this point, probably, the quest must 
have been without further indication, if a slight trace 
of blood had not been discovered. Here and there 
along the footmarks a drop of blood upon a leaf had 
assured Philp that the marks were those of Ascroft's 
devious track. A few yards nearer to the mouth of 
the thicket, another drop of blood had fallen on the 
stone from the sleeve of Ascroft's coat. From this 
point, the progress of the searchers was so rapid, that 
Ascroft withdrew from the opening, replaced the 
bolder with extreme caution, and remained just 
within to listen. He again refreshed himself from 
his flask of whisky and his hunch of bread. Within 
twenty minutes, he heard a voice outside about 
thirty yards from the thicket say, *^ Here is another 
drop. The scent lies strong. He cannot be fiir ofil'* 
These ominous words were the signal for retreat to 
Ascroft. He slid noiselessly backwards into the 
gallery along which he crept. Then, climbing the 
steps, he passed through the chamber and the oaken 
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ddor which he had left ^ar to the Soak of &e welL 
Here he closed the door, with !die help ef a miBmve 
iron handle which hong firom tine inner aide. Then 
lighting his candle, he wonbed the .mdL on ike 
inside which closed iSbe latch, and afterwards he 
fistened it down by the two perpendicukr bars. 
Having, however, strange prooft of Philp'e eamuBg, 
he ftuiher slid a massive oaken bar into a hole in the 
lock on one side of the jdocnr, and then into ieen reals 
fastened to the back of the oak, and into a ledge 
m the rock on the oppceite side. This barred all 
jirogress without the destruction of ihe door, which 
was double planked, and bolted with iron ostnds. 
Here, therefore, Ascroft waited to ascertain whether 
his pursuers had found his place of reftige. 

He had not to wait long. Phiip and Martin, 
warmed with the excitement of their rapid discovery 
of the traces of blood on the stone, were soon in the 
thids:et. They found a SBDear of blood, from the 
sleeve of Ascroff s coat, along the face of the rock at 
the foot of the cliff* On the moist tahis in the 
thidket were faint indications of footmarks. The 
bolder had been too oft^i moved to escape tiie 
^gns on its surface of having been turned over on to 
the soil. Thej lifted it at once from its place, and 
discovered the entrance to the secret passage. Both 
•ilentlj raised their hands at this discovery, and 
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Martin wjas at once despatched for the head-keeper. 
A brief conference occurred. The ke^[^er knew 
nothing of this gallery in the rock. He was sent 
to draw the rest of the watchers into a narrow circle 
round tjie mouth. As soon as this had been done^ 
each was questioned as to what he knew of the 
csvem. But all were equally surprised at the dis- 
covery. Little time elapsed in these inquiries. 
Mieanwhile Philp and Martin had examined their 
weapons carefully. JSach lighted his police lantern^ 
.and, followed by Deloisir, they entered the secret 
gallery* 

In the 3ud at the foot of the entrance, the marks 
of Ascroft's bootsolos were at once recognized. He 
had, therefore, put on his boots in the gallery, and 
had probably not left it, for no traces of highlows 
were to be found outside. Along the gallery the 
wonder-struck party tracked the footmarks up the 
steps to the chamber. Here the floor was again 
smeared with blood from Ascroft's sleeve. The floca* 
of the chamber also betrayed that the oaken door 
had been recently opened. There were, however, 
no apparent means for this purpose, no keyhole, no 
handle. The secret of the mode of opening the 
postern might perhaps be read, but this would require 
time. Fhilp examined the whole sur&ce with his 
lantern patiently and with care. Some signs on one 
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of the bolts which had been turned, did not escape 
his scrutiny. But there was a necessity for immediate 
action, and some hours at least would be required to 
unravel the mystery — even if meanwhile the door, as 
was most probable, had not been fastened within by 
means only accessible on the inner side. Philp> 
therefore, decided that the door must be broken, and 
no means but gunpowder were likely to be prompt 
and eflFectual enough. He withdrew from the cham- 
ber with Martin and Deloisir, and despatched the 
keepers for all the canisters of powder in their 
possession, rough canvas bags, and a slow match. 

Not a word had been exchanged by the three who 
had entered the chamber, lest Ascroft should be 
listening on the other side of the postern. In the 
thicket on the outside they concerted their plans. 
More than an hour elapsed, the afternoon had passed, 
and twilight again come, ere the keepers had been 
able to collect powder enough to fill two strong bags 
made of sailcloth. A slow match was put in the 
mouth of each. They were carefully tied up, and 
Philp and Martin then entered, and, groping their 
way in the dark, placed the bags of powder at the 
foot of the oaken door. The slow match was then 
laid to the head of the flight of steps ; both returned 
to the mouth of the passage, and Philp, taking his 
lantern, re-entered, cautiously lighted the match, and 
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escaped from the gallery. Ail withdrew from the 
side of* the cliff to await the explosion. The match 
burned in five minutes, a loud heavy sound ensued: 
earth, stones, and smoke were blown from the mouth 
of the gallery, and the ground quivered as from a 
heavy shock, but nothing was displaced from the 
cliff. After the first puff of smoke, the air seemed 
to enter the gallery as though it circulated through 
some inner shaft. This current inwards was so 
strong as to blow a fiame to an acute angle. Afler 
a short interval, the gallery was nearly free from 
smoke. Philp, Martin, and Deloisir re-entered, 
leaving the keepers at the mouth. They found the 
oaken door broken into such fragments that, with the 
help of a hatchet, its removal was the work of half an 
hour. Within, they discovered the bottom of the 
well, without any other portal, and no apparent means 
of ascent. Casting the light of their lanterns up the 
shaft, they could dimly discern the rusted chain, 
eighty yards above, wound round a huge beam. 
Was it possible that Ascroft could have climbed this 
chain, and then wound it on to the rude windlass 
at the top of the well? If so, where was he now? 
The smoke of the explosion was driven by the 
current of air up this shaft. Where was it escaping ? 
If this could be observed, some clue might be got to 
the mystery of the secret passages about the keep 
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and in the walls of tber ancient castellated sEtructure 
which had been, built in to &e western side of the 
balL Philp pondered* A watch nuist be left in 
the chamber at the foot of the we]l> but he. must 
immediately retnm. to this hall, to- warn Sir Gray 
Scarsdale and his guests, and to take precautions 
against a new form of dang^, and, if possible, to 
entrap Asaroft. in his: burrow. Martin and a keeper 
were,, therefore,, left in the chamber,^ and a watcher 
at the entrance of the ca:verit, while Philp, Delobir, 
and the rest r^;umed to Scarsdisle Hall. As they 
ascended &e zigzag, the gloom had thickened into 
night 
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CHAPTER V. 

<'PEEP-0'-DAY BOYS.'' — VISITS TO ASSHETOIT 
MANOB-HOUSE.— A LOVEB^S ADIEU.— AWAKED- 
IKG- INTEREST. 

The day^ the lapse of whick to evening in the 
Scarsdale Wood waS; described in^the latter part of 
the last chapter^ was maxked by events in the hall 
which, must be interwoven, into the tissue of our nar- 
rative before we proceed. 

At the breakfa^-table^ the* advesature of Oliver 
Holte with Ascroft, and his subsequent escape^ 
formed a chief topic of conversation. Oliver had. 
left with dawn for Assheton Manor-house. Mabel, 
was radiant; it was a conscious though t^lavowed. 
sul^ect of satis&ction to her that Ascro& had not. 
been killed by his £^11 from the cliff, to which he had 
been chased b^ Li»rd Fendleborough. The duchesa 
asKl Miss Hollingsworth reflected their friend's bril- 
liant mood, which overflowed in conversation full of 
wit and grace. Sir Guy with his. usual cheerfiiluess^ 
the duke with his sparkling sarcasm, and the vicar 
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with his grave and quaint sagacity and humour, 
entered the lists. Lord Pendleborough, though 
serene, was silent, and replied in Utile more than 
monosyllables, even when Malvoisin endeavoured to 
draw him into the gay meUe. 

When the party rose, the gentlemen retired into a 
deep bay, and there, ere long, the causes of Lord 
Pendleborough's preoccupation of mind transpired. 
He had received letters from Ireland, rendering 
an early visit to his estates in the west imperative. 
The letters described some of the worst consequences 
of the cottier system, which had been fostered by 
agents during his minority. The cultivated land 
was thickly peopled by a class of small tenants, who 
had built their own cabins on diminutive holdings. 
This system had displaced in some generations the 
previous forms of tenancy. As it involved no fresh 
outlay by the landlord, and was attended by an 
immediate increase of rental either from money or 
service, the agents of proprietors, who were to a 
great extent absentees, blindly fostered the settlement 
of a population without capital, almost without 
wages, and chiefly supported by the cultivation of the 
potato, the feeding of pigs of an inferior breed, and 
the raising of young stock on the bogs, heaths, and 
mountain pastures, or other land not broken up for 
the potato culture. The tendency to the exhaus- 
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tion of the land by this form of cultivation was 
rapid. The half-idle population, deteriorating in 
condition, became more and more lawless, and, with 
the Celtic tendencies to secret association, formed 
*^ Ribbon," " Whiteboy," or " Peep- o'- day" lodges, 
which soon conspired to convert the occupation of 
land into possession with service, or even to refuse 
the payment of either rent or service. Agents of 
neighbouring properties, who had rigorously enforced 
the payment of rent, and exacted the customary 
labour, had been threatened, waylaid, and had suf- 
fered from malicious injuries. This rigour, how- 
ever, was resented less than any interference with the 
occupation of land. This morning brought to Lord 
Pendleborough the disastrous intelligence of the mur- 
der of a Scotch farmer who had settled on a group 
of conacre and small holdings, consolidated into a 
moderate farm, on which a well-constructed home- 
stead had been built. The displaced cottier tenantry 
had been liberally supplied with the means of emi- 
grating to Lord Pendleborough's own property in 
Canada, and had there been each established in the 
management of an allotment of land, with a pro- 
vision of implements, and paid labour for the first 
year. The Scotchman had been warned to interfere 
as little as possible with local customs and habits. 
But the necessities of regular husbandry, and some- 
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tiiiug in the habits of the lowland fanner^ had. 
luade him more exacting as to the regolazity of his 
labourers^ and as to the quality of their work, than 
was consistent^ with popularity. When to thi& source 
(if vexation was added the fact, iSaat every plot of 
cosiaere^ and evisry holding which fell vacant by 
death, or firom which the occupants could bee induced 
to- remove, was added to the hxm, it became appa- 
rent^ ^t this was only the first stq) in a. pvocess of 
absorption. The idea of converting ocoxpaiion inta 
possession, which was the bond of the secret soc]eties<» 
was thus brought gradually i&ce to £su:e with that of a 
pairtnership, in which the landlord p»>vided the per- 
manent cs^ital in buildings, roads, drainage, fences, 
and plantations, and the tenant the moveable stock of 
ijuplements^ cattle, odA the. transient capital, of seed 
juid manure* A barbarous idea of usurpation wa& 
brought into< conflict, with &e law and force of so- 
ciety tending to a gradual amelioration. The secret 
{societies issued their order, and the Scotch &rmer 
had be^sL shot, in his own fields, in the open day, in 
tlie midst of labourers, none of whom disoonlanued 
their work, even to carry the corpse to the house, 
much less to pursue the assassins. The body was 
removed in a cart by the fanner's own brother. 

This was the news brought fo LordPendleborough 
W the morning's po^, and which had kept him sil^it 
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and seli^bsorbed during the breakfast All the 
party were aware that Lord Pendleborough ccmtem-' 
plated sn earlj yisit to Ireland^ personally to du'ect 
the improvements, on his estates,^ on the nature and 
extent of which, he had, after a year's inquiry and 
observation, resolved. The condition of this property 
and the means of preveaating an imminent cata- 
strophe, ruinous alike to the tenantry and to the 
proprietor, had formed the subject of c(Histant corre- 
spondence with L(»rd Peondleborough^ agents and of 
discussicm with Malvoisin; This had been also the 
motive of visits ta iiiose parts of Germany which 
had been transformed by the policy of Hardenberg, 
to tie small forms of Belgium, to the properties of 
ihe B^amais in the Pyrenees: and to the Lothians^ 
Lincolnshire, and Norfolk, to examine the results 
of capital and skilL Since his arrival in Lan- 
caslure, Lord Pendleborough had taken every oppor- 
tunity of testing his own conclusions, by comparing 
them trith lie experience of Ae yicar, ripened by 
many years of successftil management of Assheton 
Manor, smd with that of Sir Ghiy, whose dear, active 
mind at once combined the facts, and whose early 
and later experience made him no mean judge of tJie 
mode of avoiding a useless or wast^ul outlay, and 
especially of governing men. The group in the 
bay window, therefore, excepting only the duke. 
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was a group of Lord Pendleborough's private coun- 
sellors. 

*^What are your accounts^ Pendleborough, of 
your Irish settlers in Canada ? " asked Sir Guy. 

*^They are excellent Briscoe seems a splendid 
fellow. He has employed the settlers to fell the 
timber on the farms, which they are to occupy, and 
paid them wages in kmd, sufficient to sustain them 
until they have built their own log houses, and 
shanties for cattle, fenced in their arable land, and 
sowed their first crops. Such of the timber as was 
of proper size and near the lake, he has got into 
rafts, and sold for a sum which has defrayed a fair 
proportion of the cost of the clearing and buildings. 
He has advanced to the tenants stock and imple- 
ments, for which he is to be repaid by instalments. 
As there is to be no rent for three years, and then 
only a moderate rent to those who have actually 
repaid this loan, I have no doubt of the result The 
cost has not amounted to half the sum which I 
placed at his disposaL The rent at the end of three 
years will be five per cent, on my whole outlay and 
the price of the land." 

" Are the tenants satisfied ? and have they 
written in that spirit to Ireland? " 

" Of that I have as yet received no assurance. 
The disruption of habits and associations may be 
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too recent for such a result. Yet I fancy my poor 
Scotchman would not have succeeded in persuading 
some conacre tenants and small farmers to follow the 
rest to Canada, if accounts of their well-being had not 
been received." 

"Doubtless that is so," said Malvoisin, "though 
no confession of such satisfaction will at present 
transpire in Ireland. The Peep-o-day boys will 
throw discredit on any prosperity which hinders 
the success of their intention to usurp, by a system 
of terror, the possession of the land." 

" The dawn of the millennium of St. Peter, vicar," 
said the duke in French, " would appear to require 
ages as vast and numerous in Ireland as in English 
forests and moors, inhabited by starving weavers, 
represented by secret clubs of assassins." 

Yet to the eye of faith," said the vicar, gravely, 

there is a dawn, even in the fact that this popu- 
lation migrates to England — emigrates to America — 
exhibits a strength and tenderness of domestic S3rm- 
paihy equal to any sacrifice, a valour, a religious faith, 
and a patriotic spirit, which, whatever we may think 
of their objects, are never appealed to in vain. Be 
assured this is the dawn, in which Providence will 
employ the growing humanity, charity, and in- 
telligence of English civilization to create, perhaps 
in some great crisis, a new era for Ireland." 
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" But I, who am a scoffer, Imve not ol)served that 
what are called jrevolutkms are any other things 
than lie cnuHbling into ruin of stmctnres gnawed 
by the tooth of time. I believe in law, in order, 
and, if you allow me ages like the vast geological 
pesriods of transition, I believe in social progress. But 
crises are prepared through long antecedent timae." 

'^That is doubtless the truth," said Malvoisin, 
^ and we perhaps might form some estimate of the 
rate of sodal progress by comparing the condilian 
of those races which have apparcoitly exhau^;ed, 
while unmixed, the force of development, witib the 
dominant races in which it is still active. How 
Jong a time was required to build up the civilization 
of the Chinese, the Hindoos, the A%hans, the 
Persians, or the Arabians ? Why is their progress 
arrested ? What events do they await ? " 

*^ At least nothing can be more certain than that 
the Christian faith, operating through the Circas- 
sian and European races, tends to disseminate itself 
throughout the world," said the vicar. *^ Its triumph 
is in Europe contemporaneous with the revival of 
letters and art, and the discoveries of inductive 
science. Its impulse has explored and colonized the 
world. The stagnant races are everywhere dominated 
by Christians. Is not this the dawn of a new era ? " 

" The era of the slave trade," said the duke, " of the 
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sapply of the staple of this district, and of some 
of the modem necessaries of life^ such as sugar and 
coffee^ by slaye labour'; — the era of the opiiun tfiule 
toOhina, and of a revenue jaised in this Christian 
country by an excise on the brutal habits of aseuii- 
barbarous people ; — the era of the extinction of the 
aborigines of America and Africa by the small-pox, 
hcandyj and the rifle ; — ^the era of the pillage of 
empires, by a ruthless Christian soldiery, who do 
not eyeii restore the tanks and canals of their Maho- 
metan predecessors. A true dawn of the gospel 
of peace and good-wilL" 

" The ersL, let me also say," replied the vicar, "of 
the suppression of piracy on the high seas ; of the 
spread of commerce to the remotest regions, where 
every trader is safe under the protection of t]je 
Christian flag; of the sway of law and order, witli 
whatever defects, over Eastern nations, which hnd 
fallen into a sensual anarchy. Let our nation con- 
ceive rightly, in the spirit of its Christian faith, 
what is its mission, and these conquests will be the 
dawn of which I speak. Doubt it not, duke. We 
have each of us in our own spheres at home to 
make this central light and heat of England tlio 
collected force of pure Christian homes and com- 
munities, and the world will be the better for the 
valour, endurance, and enterprise of our race." 
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^* The vicar expresses my own faith," said Sir 
Guy ; " and Pendleborough, by taming these Irish 
Kernes, and then civilizing them, will do something 
to make this kingdom the sun of Christian civili- 
zation." 

" I am resolved to be in Kerry with the least pos- 
sible delay," said Lord^Pendleborough. " But I should 
not like to leave without seeing Colonel Vavasour. 
Are you disposed for a ride to Assheton, vicar ? " 

" My duties carry me thither without delay," re- 
plied the vicar. 

" I pray you to leave Miss Hollingsworth at 
Scarsdale, as my daughter's guest, and to return 
yourself to-night," said Sir Guy. 

The vicar consented ; horses were ordered ; and 
Lord Pendleborough and Mr. Hollingsworth were 
soon on their way across the upland farms to Scars- 
dale Head. Before noon they entered the fold of 
Assheton Manor-house. 

On •the night before, when Oliver Holte found 
that it was proposed by Philp that he shofuld re- 
main all night in Sir Guy Scarsdale's dressing- 
room, he sent Seth Diggle to the Tim Bobbin at 
Scarsdale Head, where he knew that Barnabas 
Collier was a guest, with a note, requesting Bar- 
nabas to spend the night at Assheton Manor-house. 
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He promised that if Colonel Yavasour continued, 
on the following day, as well as he had recently 
been, Barnabas should have an interview with his 
old patron and companion in moorland rambles. 
He entrusted him also with an explanatory note to 
Colonel Vavasour, who was thus left for the night 
to the care of his yalet, aided by Dame Parkinson, 
with Barnabas at hand, as counsellor in case of 
emergency. The night, however, had passed, and 
a couple of hours after dawn Oliver entered the 
manor-house, while Colonel Vavasour yet slept. 
After breakfast with Oliver, Colonel Vavasour re- 
sumed his favourite seat on the broad cushioned 
ledge in the oriel, overlooking the western fork of 
Scarsdale to the Mere Clough. The eastern sun 
had risen high enough to make a mirror of the 
Mere, the sheen of which penetrated the foliage in 
the extreme distance of this branch of the ravine. 
The brook sparkled here and there through the 
trees. His own rooks careered in a throng, as busy 
as a Parliament about to disperse for the moors, 
and similarly intent on their own game in the 
stubbles and pastures. His own thoughts reverted 
to the early times of his innocent youth; to the 
gradual corruption of his manners at school and 
college ; to the tenacity with which, through all, he 
had clung to his reverence for his guardian; his 
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early Ioyb for his foster-sister Helen; Ids romantic 
demcffj of .the wild sports of the doughs and moors, 
with Ihe gamin of the glen for his creel-bearer, 
imd to cany his game; and of the long tramps with 
Barnabas to scenes of traditional interest. 

Meanwhile, Barnabas, unseen, had crept within 
the door of the room, limping, and a&aid to dis- 
turb his patron. He seemed staggered to find the 
.slight youth developed into a man, whose strongly 
knitted frame told of endurance ; whose thick dark 
^ebrows, and compressed, delicate lips, revealed a 
character of unusual vigour and firmness. Still 
more did he wonder at the signs of refinement in 
the fastidious, feminine expression of the great, calm 
eyes; of luxury, in the delicate hands, on which 
was one massive ring set with large diamonds ; and 
of fashion, in the velvet dress with bright silver 
buttons, in which his former Mend was attired. 
The irregular profile had developed from the soft 
outlines of youth into a craggy series of promi- 
nences, which gave a singular individuality to the 
handsome £ace. Barnabas had approached no such 
man. What, thought he, will he have to say to the 
scraggy, withered, limping pedagogue, shrivelled with 
penury, worn by tramps through these forest dales, 
wasted by holding forth in cottage conventicles, and 
teaching in the foul air of ranters' Sunday schools ? 
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Is there an jtlung left in common^ between this glass 
of fashion and mould of form, and myself, the cobbler, 
fiign-paiiiter, ranter, and pedagogue? 

By-and-by, while Barnabas still stood, trnwiHing to 
advance. Colonel Yavasonr tamed his head from the 
day-dream inspired by the view from the oriel, and 
was himself sti^ered to see within the door a 
meanly-dressed man, with a lean face furrowed by 
de^ lines, and the mtiscles of which were gathered 
in oords about the mouth and jaw. The small grey 
eyes twinkled, a smile gathered on the haggard 
features, and the withered hobbling figure limped 
towards him. 

"* Barnabas," said Vayasour, stretching out both 
his arms, and grasping the homy fingers with his 
own delicate hands — *^ Barnabas, the casket in which 
the jewel of thy noble spirit is locked for a time, my 
old frigid, is strangely battered. What ill chance 
has robbed thee of the little flesh that clothed thy 
wiry limbs when we were lads ? " 

**No ill chance. Colonel Vavasour. Partly, I have 
but a meagre frame at best, a poor stomach, and a 
fidgety spirit I am always on the tramp among 
tibe little flocks of the Ghreat Shepherd and Bishop of 
our souls, in the hand-loom weaving hanJets, teach- 
^gy iw^hig, ranting, tenting the unwary, helping 
the sorrowful and needy, painting viDage shop signs, 
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cobbling shoes^ and boarded and lodged here and 
there.** 

" Ah, I remember well, Barnabas, our excursion 
over Assheton Moor to Bacup, and through the 
Dule's Gate to Studley Pike. I must, graceless 
though I was, needs meet Deacon Crabtree at a 
prayer-meeting in Todmorden, and then, forsooth, 
sleep in the clean chamber of a widow, who assuredly 
was a lineal descendant of Dorcas ; and then, alack 
the day! witness a baptism by thy unconsecrated 
hands in a pool in the Dule's Gate, after a ]iolding 
forth in a cottage in that wild glen." 

'* True, colonel ; but do you remember Deacon 
Crabtree's admonitions on the way from Todmorden 
through the Dule's Gate ? " 

*^ I have never forgotten them. He told me, like 
a prophet or evangelist, that I should find no peace 
till I became a soldier and a servant of Christ" 

**He is dead. He sent for me to his deathbed. 
An hour before he died, he turned, and said : ' Has 
the vicar news of the lord of » Assheton Manor?' 
*Yes,* I said, 'his regiment has been through our 
fortresses in the Mediterranean, and he is now 
colonel, and at Corfu, whence he is visiting Greece 
and the Holy Land.' *May the* grace of God reach 
him there I Tell him, that it was the last prayer of 
old John Crabtree, the deacon of the Baptist church 
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of Assheton Moorhoyles. His father suflFered us to 
build our little Zion; his guardian the vicar^ is a 
large-hearted man^ and has left us to work among 
the poor in peace. May the blessing of those ready to 
perish, for their sakes, descend on our brave but wild 
young lord.' " 

*' Amen ! " said Vavasour, gravely. There was a 
slight pause. Then the colonel, turning to Barnabas, 
said cheerfully : " Art thou still a catgut scraper, 
a rhymster, a leader of choral festivals at charity 
sermons, as in times past, Barnabas ? " 

** Truly, in my poor fashion, colonel, I still dis- 
tract my own fidgets by shrill and harsh catgut 
scraping, which would scare any professor, but passes 
for a work of genius in these wilds ; I write epitaphs 
and hymns, and I train our Sunday scholars for their 
annual choral charity meetings." 

"And hast thou found no resting-place for the 
sole of thy foot, thou bird with the olive-branch ? " 

"Colonel and friend, thou touchest the most sacred 
secret of my heart." 

" Nay, I would not pry, Barnabas, into thy inner 
thoughts ; but with such a treasure of poetry and 
self-sacrifice in thy nature, there is the heroism 
which attracts a true and faithfdl woman to native 
nobilitv of heart." 

"My good lord of Assheton, and old fiiend and 
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patron^ your words of sympathy unlock the hidden 
chamber where lies my secret For sk years past, 1 
have watched and trained a fair scholar in my 
Sunday class in Scarsdale. She has grown under 
my eye in knowledge and goodness. Her iaiher 
was a graceless man, who kept the Tim Bobbin, aaid 
farmed the intack at Scarsdale Head. But the 
mother was always a decent body, and these six 
years past, being a widow, she has,, helped by me 
and old Tummus of Scarsdale Head, kept a reputable 
house. Of late years, I have been more and more her 
guesL She has become a communicant at Assheton 
Church. So is her daughter. We are plighted each 
to the other, and we are to be wed ere long, for 
Susan is now twenty years of age." 

" Thank God, Barnabas I And thou art, if I mis- 
take not, thirty-two ; for ten years have passed since 
I was last at Assheton Manor." 

^ Ten years ! Is it so long ? " 

'^I came back to Lancashire, not intending to 
visit Assheton. Man proposes and God disposes. 
Here I am, smitten by the hand of GfoA ; a wreck, 
barely escaped from the immediate dagger of the 
storm; but, thank Heaven, at least ashoce, though 
it be but to rot away, in my own ancestral home, 
among old friends, of whom, Barnabas, I reckon you 
not the least." 
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Oliver here entered the room, and approached 
Oolonel yavasour. He sat for a time bj his side, 
while the conversation drifted onwards, and then 
Barnabas, at a concerted sign, bid his old fi*iend good 
morning, and retired wiiih strong injunctions to 
repeat his visit. When he was gone, Oliver coun- 
selled complete repose'; and while he wrote at the 
table in the middle of the room. Colonel Vavasour 
lay wrapped in a maud on the cushioned seat, and 
ere long fell into a doze. A couple of hours after, 
some refreshment was brought, and Colonel Vavasour 
seemed to have quite overcome any fatigue caused 
by his interview with Barnabas. About half-past 
one, Oliver was called from the room, and found 
Lord Pendleborough and the vicar below stairs. 
The immediate departure of Lord Pendleborough 
for his estates in Kerry, appeared to Oliver to justify 
an interviJBw. The vicar understood that the period 
g£ his own access to his ward must depend on the 
effects of preliminary interviews such as these. 
Oliver, therefore, returned to Colonel Vavasour, 
gradually broke to him the em^gency which precipi- 
tated Lord Pendleborough's visit to Ireland, and his 
anxiety to be admitted before he left. Colonel 
Vavasour was eager to see his friend. While, there- 
fore, Oliver remained below in conversation with the 
vicar, the servant led Lord Pendleborough to the 
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room. Colonel Vavasour sat up to welcome his 
visitor, but excused himself from advancing, by- 
saying,— 

** I am a cripple, Pendleborough, in the hands of 
our good friend Holte, who forbids me to walk or 
even to stand, until I have made some further pro- 
gress in the reparation of the Hurt which I got in our 
midnight interview at Deerden. Do not measure 
my courtesies by my infirmities, which alone prevent 
my doing more than oflFer my hand as a welcome to 
my old manor-house." 

" Vavasour I you are a soldier, and I am a hunter. 
When men have perfect faith in each other's sincerity 
and truth, they know that old friendship is like old 
wine — it needs no bush." 

*^ Though an uninvited guest, Pendleborough, none 
is more welcome." 

" I leave by to-night's tide from the Mersey for 
Ireland, and I was unwiUing to do so without seeing 
you. Are you aware that the Duke and Duchess of 
Chatellerault are at Scarsdale ? " 

'^ Only within two days has my cautious physician 
permitted me to know." 

" The duchess and Malvoisin have acquired a 
wonderful influence over that impious old wretch. 
I have been able to keep my hands from the faithless 
row^, who is torn with remorse. Not a word of re- 
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proach has escaped me, though he tried my self-com- 
mand strangely by the most infamous insinuations, 
and flagrant proposals." 

** What is the character of Malvolsin's influence ? " 

" To do the duke justice, there is in him the true 
trempe of the old noble of France. His reckless 
career and conventional morality have precipitated 
him into the catastrophe of a great crime. He detests 
priests; he likes philosophers: he is an epicurean 
encyclopedist Malvoisin has the art to keep out of 
sight his own profound religious convictions. The 
duke therefore constitutes him his confessor. Mal- 
voisin subdues him by calmly speaking the truth, 
which his profound analytic spirit enables him to 
discern. He points out to the duke, step by step, 
the means of reparation. He has kept him from 
suicide. But anything like reformation in a being 
into whom corruption has crept, like gout into the 
blood, would seem like a * new birth.' " 

" My guardian would say that, to God all things 
are possible. Have you had any conversation with 
the duchess ? " 

**Not a word about the duke. She seems to 
regard her marriage vow as the one supreme motive 
of her life, and to bend all her grace and beauty, 
her angelic sanctity and insight, to subdue the duke 
to a preference for English society. She has, doubt- 
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less, been guided in this by Malvoisin's sagacity and 
knowledge of the world. The dnke seems to hide 
his torments from her since they have arrived at 
Scarsdale. She is, therefore, comparatively tranquil 
and satisfied in the society of Mis& Scarsdale." 
^ Where will this tragedy end, Pendleborough ? ** 
^ I dare not speculate. Vavasour. I cannot con- 
ceive that the duke should refearm his life completely. 
I can foresee that the duchess i& capable of sacrificing 
herself to the duties imposed upon her by her vow, 
and living a long martyrdom as a heavenly minis- 
trant at the side of this reckless miscreant. Mat 
voisin says that time alone can determine whether 
the moral abyss will swallow all their fi)rtunes in a 



common rmn." 



" I do not wonder, Pendleborough, that you, who 
witnessed the first scries of this tragedy, and 
vehemently struggled to prevent its progress, should 
look with blank horror on all its issuer I am 
inclined to say with Malvoisin, Let us wait and watch ! 
No man knows the path through which, by the 
mystery of providential guidance, he will be led." 

^^ Have you been able to form any plans for your- 
self. Vavasour?" 

*^ To know whether this swift rebuke was to issue 
in life or death, has first required patience and self- 
control. That, Pendleborough, has been a useful 
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diseipllne^ and Holte has been to me in a doable sense 
a physician* Now that Oliver gives me some pro- 
fspect of life,. I wait to ascertain whether I am to be 
a cripple. Until I know that, I strive, Pendleborongfa, 
to revive the early training of my guardian, and to 
keep myself in humility and sidunission. This I 
TiosLJ say, that if it please God to restore me, I shall 
live chiefly at Assheton." 

'^ I am glad to hear ^aat. Vavasour ; for I, too, 
Jasm a growing conviction that the true pleasure 
of life IB attained only by the highest cono^tion 
aad most &ithM discharge of its duties. Farewell." 

So saying. Lord Pendleborough shook Colonel 
Vavasour warmly by the hand, and descended to 
ihe room below stairs, where the vicar and Oliver 
Holte awaited him. He &und them in earnest con- 
versation ; hastily but warmly bid them both adieu, 
aod, mounting his horse, rode rapidly back to Scars- 
dale. 

Sir Guy Scarsdale sat writing outside the porch, 
which opened from the centre of Ae south front of 
the Hall upon a stone terrace fenced by a pierced 
parapet of geometric design. The afternoon was 
calm and sunny. From his position he overlooked 
the garden court, and saw through the gate of twisted 
iron far down the grand avenue of lines. On the 
tsrrace near him paced a keeper, with a carbine 
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under his arm^ and pistols in his belt. A brace 
of pistols also lay upon Sir Guy's papers on the 
table before him. Among the walls of trim verdure 
formed by the clipped yew hedges, might occasion- 
ally be seen his daughter, with the duchess and Miss 
Hollingsworth, issuing from some green archway 
into the court of a fountain surrounded by flower- 
beds, or resting in an arbour on a seat, to which 
cushions had been brought from the Hall. The lofty 
screen of majestic limes which surrounded the court 
was so still that scarcely a leaf fluttered in the air. 

The door opened in the recess of the porch at 
Sir Guy Scarsdale's side, and Lord Pendleborough 
approached. 

*^I found Vavasour calm, and quite equal to an 
interview with me, though still forbidden to walk, 
if indeed he be vet able to do so. I have bid him 
farewell. Now also the time presses, and I must 
bid you too a soldier's adieu." 

** So soon ! Must you leave to-day ? " 

" I intend to be out of the Mersey with the tide 
to-night, and I have, with unavoidable delays, a 
journey of five hours to Liverpool." 

** I will not say a word to hinder the execution 
of a generous resolution. There are the ladies. Will 
you not bid them too farewell ? " 

Sir Guy pointed, as he spoke, to the three ladies 
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then walking in one of the courts. Instantly Lord 
Pendleborough descended from the terrace. He 
was glad to have no time to think before he bid 
Mabel good-bye. It was better to leave everything 
to the inspiration of the moment The fair group 
turned as they heard steps behind them. The 
duchess was the first to speak. 

** Can it be that you are compelled, as Sir Guy 
says, by urgent afiairs to leave soon for Ireland ? " 

« My estates in Kerry require my immediate 
presence to inspire confidence in my agents, to 
overawe some conspirators, and to teach my tenantry 
what are their true interests. I am come to bid you 
farewell, ladies." 

"Miss Scarsdale," said the duchess, "we desire 
you, in our name, to impose on Lord Pendleborough, 
for this abrupt departure, some impossible feat of 
heroism, under the peine forte et dure of our supreme 
displeasure." 

She then turned and drew Miss Hollingsworth 
away, leaving Miss Scarsdale alone with Lord 
Pendleborough. Mabel had turned very pale. 

*' I did not expect that you were leaving to-night," 
she said. 

*' Though I leave suddenly, under the compulsion 
of a stem necessity, I have, for a year past, matured 
my plans with care, and my prompt action is the 
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result of a resolutiaii arrived at by slow and painfid 
steps," 

My father teHs me^ what I was quite imccniBcioaB 
of, that for two years past yon have been examin- 
ing similar questions, and tiiat much of the pa«t 
year, in which we have seen less of you, has been 
spent in inquiries which have satisfied you «s to 
the measures required on your Irii^h property.** 

'' Sir Guy's owu example led me mto Ibis paliu 
Let me not leave without some hope thart you will 
welcome me, if I prove worthy of that firiendsUp 
with which your fether "has honeuored me* 

Mahel was very pale wh3e she repEed^ — 

^* Lord Pendleborough, I have suffered iFery much 
since the scene in the Scarsdale Clough the other 
day. Ifaiow not what my sentiments are, for they 
are entirely new to me. But I reproach n^self 
bitterly, if I have ever said or done anything which 
should lead you to expose wantonly a precious Efe, 
or to arrest a career whidi I feel will be full of 
honour, for a weak woman Kke me. Grive me your 
promise, my lord, that you wifl do uothing from 
mere clrivalry. Say that all shall be done from a 
sense of duty to God and your country. I cannot 
consent Ihat my poor favour should be made a gage 
of 1>iattle. Be worthy of yourself.'* 

^ I would not that you should suffer one pang of 
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anxiefy or regret for any such cause. I promise 
soleiimlj that you shall be in my thoughts only 
to prompt me to acts of tenderness and mercy. 
FarewelL'' 

•^ Farewell ; and God be with you. I know not 
wluit I feel ; but I am disturbed that a man so brave^ 
so simple, so generous, should make my poor &TOur 
in any respect the motive of his life." 

''To win your favour. Miss Scarsdale, will be 
a proof to me that I have risen nearer to the &vour 
of Heaven. Farewell ! ** 

He did not turn to greet the other ladies, but 
hurriedly bidding Sir Guy Scarsdale adieu, hastened 
to his carriage, which awaited his arrival in the 
quadrangle. 

To hide her agitation from the duchess, whose 
reception of Lord Fendleborough, and sudden with- 
drawal, betirayed that she had, with feminine acute- 
ness, penetrated the nature of their present relations, 
Mabel turned in an opposite direction to that taken 
by the duchess and Miss Hollingsworth. She 
threaded the avenues and courts under the high walls 
of clipped yews, slowly and in deep reverie, concealed 
from all but her father, who anxiously observed her 
movements from the terrace. After half an hour 
spent in a solitary promenade in tiie garden court, 
Mabel approached the terrace and ascended the flight 
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of steps to the porch, before which her father was 
writing. Sir Guy rose, and putting her arm within 
his own, while he caressed her hand, accompanied 
her without a word to her own room. There Mabel 
seating herself, fatigued and agitated, drew from 
her dress the locket-portraits of her grandfather and 
grandmother, given to her, with so solemn a message, 
by her father's nurse, Judith, on the day before her 
death. 

^^ Dear father," at length, after a long pause, she 
said, " I fear I have committed a great error." 

*' How so, my daughter ? " 

*' I have no confessor but you, dear father I Listen 
with patience to my trouble." 

Speak without reserve, dearest MabeL" 
It is not that I have formed a prematm'e estimate 
of the character of Lord Pendleborough, or that, 
being imconscious of what you tell me of his long 
preference, I have met even my father's friend with 
an independence of bearing which was, I hope, not 
unbecoming in your daughter. But I fear I may 
unwittingly have given an impulse to his chivalrous 
daring which may precipitate him into a hazardous 






career." 
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How has this fear been inspired dear Mabel ? " 
** Oh I to none but yourself, dear father, could I 
possibly disclose the agony which I suffered from the 
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look which Lord Fendleborough gave me, before he, 
with such awful courage, met the rush of that mad- 
dened bull, and baffled it by his coolness." 

** No doubt you felt, dearest, that he exposed his 
life for you, and that he bade you a possible fare- 
well, with a supreme devotion." 

** Oh, what words, dear father I I can accept no 
such homage. That is an idolatry ! I only ask God 
to give me, if I am to ally myself in marriage, a 
soldier of Christ for my husband. I am too weak 
and frail to be the star of the faith of a strong, brave, 
stem man, who should rather devote himself to 
Heaven than to me." 

^^ Yet, Mabel, let me say, that the high estimate 
which my daughter has formed of the objects of life, 
and the very jierU with which she has repelled all 
mere personal homage, and especially from those, 
who, with every^endowment of person and ability, 
and every gift of fortune, had yet failed to raise 
themselves to the same level, has had a marked 
influence on the career of Lord Pendleborough." 

*' Oh, do not tell me so, dear father." 

** My daughter, the time has come to speak the 
truth without reserve. I have for years observed 
your influence on Lord Pendleborough. He has 
constantly returned from his perilous travels to our 
circle, like a moth to the light, unable to resist the 
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tiB&TOwed attractlan. Yon liaTe met bis adTances 
witk an tmconseioua indifferCTLce^ whaeb, white gou-* 
sistent with courtesy to your father's firi^idy has kept 
him on the outer hoondarj of the circle of priy3eged 
acquaintance.'' 

^^ Father, I hope I haye not heexi nnfeminine or 
unkind to your friend.*^ 

^^ Never, my child ; but you have seen Lont Pendle- 
borough surrounded by courtly homage to' his rank 
and possessions, and you have disdained to inaitstie 
the servile or sordid throngs of fitthJoa." 

^^ Then^ I wonder that I have not repdled Lord 
Pendleborough." 

^You have mistaken, among other things^ the 
trempe of his character. He is not a man to shrink 
before difficulties. Yiya have rather tiirown him 
back on self-examination. He has sought to dis- 
cover in what he had failed to make hims^ accept- 
able to you.* 

^^ There, oh^ there,, dear father, is &e source of 
my alarm." 

" Listen, my daughter. I have watched Pendle- 
borough carefully. His ia a simple, firank,. noble 
nafcure; he has had afilial attachment &r me. My 
experience of life has been of some service in pre- 
serving him from the dangers and errors of his 
perilous position. Escaping these — living a life of 
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singular purity and simplicity^, he has graduallj 
become conscious o£ ihe liigher responsibilities of hifr 
station and possessions* With this consciousness, the 
gulf which separated him from you has been, re- 
Tealed, as though by the absorption of a mist The 
la^ two years have been devoted to a careftd prepft> 
ration for the discharge of ihe duties of which he hasr 
now, I think, a true concq)tion*'' 

^Gertaioly, dear &ther, we have seen almost 
nothing of him fbo a year." 

*^ But he has been in constant correspondence with 
me, he has been a diligent disciple of Malvoisin, and 
his mind has now grasped a scheme of life which 
his heart and conscience approve.'^ 

^' And which I trust he will pursue from a senser 
of allegiance to the Power from on high, to the 
teachings of conscience, and the relations of hisr> 
spiritual life, and not for the favour of your 
daughter." 

^^ That I believe to be the settled purpose of his. 
life; but not the less to win your love, my child, 
as his help-meet in its execution." 

Mabel clasped her hands upon her brow to hide 
a flood of tears, which betrayed the deep emotion 
which she suflfered. As she did so, the locket with 
the portraits fell into her lap. Some secret spring 
of the jewelled case seemed to be touched, for an 
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inner part opened^ and firom it fell a closely com- 
pressed packet of tissue paper^ oiled to preserve them 
from moisture. Sir Guy Scarsdale picked up the 
paper which had dropped to the floor, and, attracted 
by some marks which he perceived on it, spread it 
out on the table, and discovered, to his surprise, that 
it contained a plan of the keep and of the hall, dis- 
tinguishing the ancient walls which had belonged to 
the castellated structure that had preceded the man- 
sion, and part of which had been incorporated with 
it This was evident at a glance. A more careful 
scrutiny disclosed many curious details. 

After some time, Mabel rose and joined her father 
silently in his survey. Step by step, they traced 
narrow secret passages in the thick ancient walls 
of the house, which had formed part of the old 
castle on the edge of Scarsdale Crag. There ap- 
peared to be three secret chambers, one of which 
was marked — 

** Secret closet of Peregrine Erskine of Dun. His court dress 

hangs here." 

Another was marked — 

*' Secret chamber of the Lady Mabel." 

On a third was written — 

** Herein was sheltered Olirer Heywood in the time of the 

Nonconformist trials." 
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Both the father and daughter were so deeply 
absorbed in these researches, that twilight overtook 
them in the examination of the plans. It became 
too dark to decipher the inscriptions. They were 
about to ring for candles, when the house quivered to 
its foundations, as with the sudden shock of an 
earthquake, and a heavy sound, followed by a long, 
dull reverberation, diverted their attention. 

Sir Guy was unwilling to leave his daughter alone, 
when the duchess and Miss Hollingsworth entered 
the apartment from the garden court At that 
moment there were two sharp shotf in the house. 
Unable to explain these sounds. Sir Guy hurried 
into the corridor, called the armed watcher who 
waited there, and placing him at the door of his 
daughter's room, hastened, for a reason which will 
become apparent, to the private cabinet of the Duke 
of Chatellerault. 
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CHAPTER VT. 

THE BUEE GBAPFIJBB WITH HIS TATE. 

Oh the same day as lihat on which the events related 
in ?the preceding dMipters occorred, the dnke^ aiter 
luncheon, hadi»dihdrawn M. Malvoisin for a t^-h- 
tSte during a promenade in l^e Long Gallery. Philp 
had requested Sir Guy to restrain his guests from 
rides and walks b^ond the hall and its courts, until 
lie had cleared up the mystery of Ascroft's where- 
aibout. The watchers were left in the corridors, 
and the gentlemen were requested to carry arms. 
These precautions were founded on Philp's convic- 
tion, that Ascroft was in possession of some secret 
mode of entrance into the hall. He even suggested 
to Sir Guy that the ladies should be induced to 
take exercise in the garden court, so positive was 
his belief that Ascroft had feigned extreme prostra- 
tion, and was lurking in some hiding-hole of the 
ancient structure. Both Malvoisin and the duke, 
therefore, were armed with pistols, and the duke 
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ware his rapier at his side. He rerived the con- 
TBrsatioa respecting the duchess which he had hdd 
with MalToisiii on the preceding evening. 

The duke, bj outbursts of yenomous anatysis of 
Jhas own life, seemed to illustrate the &ble of the 
scorpion surrounded bj a circle of fire, stinging it- 
self to death. To soo&e this self-inflicted torment, 
Malvoisin led him to contemplate the restoration of 
the duchess to cheerfulness in the society of Miss 
JScarsdale. He gradually diverted the conversation 
to inform the dvke that Colonel YavasouT had, wi& 
the consent of his physician, req^uested an interview 
widi Malvoisin. The duke inquired, with marked 
interest, as to the colonel's condition. Malvoisin 
then led the conversation to an account of the care 
which Mr. HoUingsworth had taken of the manor 
of Assheton ; so that, during ten years, the mines 
had been successfully explored and worked, pro- 
ducing a revenue which had removed all incum- 
brances, and had enabled the vicar, as the colonel's 
trustee, to restore the farm buildings and house, and 
to improve the farms by drainage and lime. 

" Ah, then I " said the duke, ^ the speculation of 
the Marquise de Buron was not ill founded. She 
might, if she had succeeded in her intrigue, have 
found a wealthy English husband for her daughter." 

" Had she ever such a design ?" said Malvoisin. 
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Undoubtedly ; and she set about it in the most 
original manner. It is suiEciently notorious/' said 
the duke, ^' that when the marquise was distin- 
guished by youth, wit, the fascinations of beauty, 
and the most seductive manners, I was not without 
preference in the circle of her admirers." 

" Twenty years ago, I remember you, duke, riding 
with the marquise in the Bois de Boulogne, and waltz- 
ing with her in the balls of the court circle." 

*' She was always most lavish in her expenditure. 
She ruined the poor marquis, and made a great 
breach in my fortunes. Then, as such resources 
diminished with the gradual fading of the exquisite 
freshness of her personal charms, her income ceased 
to satisfy her lavish expenditure. The subtlety and 
audacity which had made her triumphant in intrigue 
then led her to adopt other expedients to replenish 
her means." 

"I have heard," said Malvoisin, "that she had 
received of late some private warnings from the 
minister of police." 

*^ Nothing more true. But our liaison had been 
notorious, and my receptions were so comprehensive, 
that, though I had been made aware of these prac- 
tices, I always included her in my circle." 

*' What, then, was her plot against Colonel 
Vavasour ? " 
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She had, I fancy, ascertained — ^for she had good 
means of information — that his dilapidated fortunes 
were restored. She songht to make him her prey. 
Bat she had a double design. If she could bur- 
then him with debts of honour, by losses at play, 
she intended to make these the dotation of her 
daughter, whom she was bent on marrying to 
Vavasour." 

"Are you sure, duke, that she was capable of 
such a plot?" 

*^ Capable both of the design and the execution ; 
and that she had conceived it, I know, for I was 
partially sounded by her confederate the Comte de 
Mame, whom I stopped by treating his approaches 
as a plaisanteriey in which he should not indulge, lest 
any niais should conceive the marquise to be gliding 
into the arts of escroquerie.^^ 

** Did you put Vavasour upon his guard?" 

"Vavasour was not a child, he was a quick- 
witted man of the world, well acquainted with the 
ruses of the unscrupulous part of the haut-monde ; 
and I neither thought it* necessary to warn him, nor 
quite an act of friendship to my friend the marquise, 
to give any currency to the evil reports which made 
a scandal of her name." 

•* Permit me to say it, duke, as you have allowed 
me always to speak the truth, that you ran some 
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risk of creating for yourself a snlgect for re- 
gret" 

<^Mofit penetrating moralist ! you liave touched 
4me of the ulcerous spots of self-^reproadi which 
xsmkle in nrjr conscienoe.'' 
What happened, duke ? " 

One night, in a most faiilHant assemblage in my 
salons, by the merest accident, I observed that the 
marqpiise had entrapped Yavasour to a game of 
cards, in which the Comte de Marne and M. de 
Bufiset, two of her oonfederates, had joined. 
Through a friend, whom I saw watching the game, 
and whom I sent for to a remote part of the salon, 
I found that the play was high, and that Yavasour 
had already lost about fifteen thousand francs." 

^ A most unpleasant crisis I " said Malroisin. 

" To the last degree ; for I had not been a good 
guide to Vayasour, yet I was under infinite obliga- 
tions to him for courteous and delicate services in 
some affairs of honour." 

*' What could you do, duke ?" 

'^I could not hesitate. Fortunately, the minister 
of poKce was present After a few words from me, 
he despatched a gentleman, who was known to the 
marquise as the medium of previous communica- 
tions, with a note to Colonel Vavasour, requestfng 
an immediate interview, for a moment, on matters of 
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xu;geiic7 ; and also saying that, in the interval, the 
gentleman ^who earned tte message woold, with 
the consent 'of the party, take his cards* Yavasomr 
came, and was at once informed of the plot into 
which he had fidlen." 

« Had he lost much ? " 

^Before the play was interrupted, about twenty 
thousand francs ; Imt the mcfucheerd who had taken 
Cdonel Vavasour's cards showed to him the trick 
by which he had been robbed. The minister for- 
bade him to pay tibat night's losses." 

** Do you think he obeyed ? " 

** I doubt it very much. But I discovered that 
this was not the first loss. On some previous night, 
the marqmBe had wan from him, in my own wfotw, 
a large sum, unobserved by me." 

^ There is a Nemesis, duke, in all evil," said 
Malvoisin, gravely. 

'^ Am I not a living victim, impaled by the spirit 
of evil, to perish, in the agony of remorse for 
error, brought about by the catastrophe of my 
marriage ? " 

^' These losses will account, to a great extent, for 
Colonel Vavasour's embarrassments in Paris," said 
Malvoisin. 

" How did you know," said the duke, " that he 
had suffered any embarrassment? " 
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^^ Colonel Vavasour has himself told me that^ since 
Mr. Hollingsworth has^ through his physician^ made 
known to him the state of his affairs^ he is agreeably 
surprised to find that he has it in his power at once 
to repay the loans which some of his friends made 
to him, to save him from usurers." 

"I did not know that he had contracted any 
loans ; but I know that Colonel Vavasour has friends 
in France who would share their last franc with so 
manly and generous an aUy.** 

" Duke, he reckons you among those friends ; and 
as he accepted your aid at a moment when he con- 
ceived himself erroneously to be without resources, 
he feels assured that you will perceive that his 
honour requires him to repay to you what you lent 
him." 

** I lent him nothing ; nor is he under any obliga- 
tion to me. I am bankrupt in everything, except 
in the sense of the honour of my order ; and of that, 
as the sole treasure left to me, I am so sensitive a 
guardian, that I cannot permit Colonel Vavasour to 
deprive me of the satisfaction of reflecting that, in 
wiping away a stain from my own reputation, I was 
of some service to him." 

" Bear with me, duke, if I say that your mind 
seems to me so overwrought, that you forget that 
Colonel Vavasour may also feel it to be impossible 
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to 'accept an assistance which he finds he did not 
need." 

^^ Malvoisin I I am almost mad with the retrospect 
of a wasted life; but I never committed a poltron- 
nerisy much less have I winked at an escroquerie* I 
have, however, the consciousness of faults, not to say 
crimes, which make me unfit to be a judge even 
of cowards and escrocs ; for a judge should be pure, 
not merely fi'om the errors which he punishes, but 
should be conscience free. I could not punish or 
expose the marquise ; but I will refimd to Vavasour 
the loss which occurred in my house." 

"Some reflection, duke, will, I trust, make you 
feel what is due to Colonel Vavasour." 

" He is under no obligation to me," said the duke, 
with a passionate energy ; " but he has no right to 
deprive me of this poor salve to an ulcerated con- 
science." 

** Nevertheless, I enter so fully into Colonel Vava- 
sour's feelings, that I have readily consented to place 
in your hands, duke, this cheque on his banker for 
the amount of your aid to him, and to say that, as 
early as he is permitted, he hopes to express to you 
personally his strong sense of your generous friend- 
ship." 

Malvoisin, as he spoke, had dravm from his pocket 
a cheque for two thousand pounds, which he placed 
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in the duke's hands. The attitnde of the dake^ ixr 
receiving it, was one of passionate defiance. He 
gazed at Malvoisih as though he had received a 
deliberate insult; the veiiisr swelled up in his fore- 
head ; his cheeks were coloured each with a purple 
spot ; his lips became Evid. There was a pause, in 
which he seemed to control himself to repress some 
outburst of ftiry, when, strikmg his cane perpen- 
diculariy on the floor with violence, he walked 
steadily to the fire, and, tummg to Malvoisin, thrust 
the cheque into the flames, saying, in a strange 
whisper between his teeth, — 

"So perish any man who may, fix)m whatever 
motive, renew to me a proposal to part with the 
memory of an act of expiation." 

The expression of the duke^s eyes reddened with 
wrafli, the pale, qraVering Eps, the thin white left 
hand clenched on the top of his cane, and the right 
hand extended and quivering, wiiii his outstretched 
arm — ^thrilled through Malvoisin as signs of an un- 
bridled fory, bordering on insamly. In the same 
metalHc whisper, the duke continaed,— 

"Tell Vavasour that I remenJber him ten years 
ago, when I had warm red blood in my heart, and 
not this thin fermenting virus of gout. He was my 
guest, my companion, my disciple ; and if I have 
failed to make him, like mysdf, a spendthrift of 
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Iteallih, Ii£v fortune^ and consdencey he owes it to 
Im eadbjT traimng, and not to me* Bat I will not 
soffer him to rob me of one spot of li^t in the^ 
Uflckness of my past career." 

The dnke still stood gniag, with fixed ffiid glaring 
eyes, on Malvoisin. 

^listen to me. I feel, in thi& act, the strength 
to tell you what is my resolatkm as to this marriage. 
it madifens me. I cannot endore the terrible 
pfSMnce of a pizrity and sanctity which penetrates 
mjr inmost being with a heavenly light I see all 
tbe fonl cavemoas secrets of my heart The loath- 
same thoi^hts crawl about like reptiles, surprised 
m thehr stygian darkness. I will not suffer it The 
mamage Anil be cancelled. The dotation shall be 
retomed, if I beg my bread, with a wallet, from 
door to ddor, and die in a ditch. Anything were 
preferable to this spectre-haunted fever of the brain. 
A self-infficted penance of paiury, or a cell in a 
convent, with the maceration of vigils, fasts, and 
fiagdlations — this, I can endure. But to be finked, 
the pure to the impure — a dead body rotting on 
fte same stem with a livmg one; to poison by 
corruption the ISPe of a saintiiy nature, or to affiright 
it with imjneties, or to waste it in the dreary penance 
of a hopelesB^ yow ; — am I a £^d, think you, Ihat I 
can endure this? I am a man! — a noUe of old 
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France ! My lionour is unsullied. My crimes have 
been self-inflicted. I will not be the demon to 
destroy a saint Perish the thought I " 

He struck his brow passionately^ staggered^ and 
would have fallen to the ground fainting, if Malvoisin 
had not caught him in his arms, and carried him 
to an ottoman. The duke was, for a few minutes, 
insensible, but revived without convulsion, beyond 
a slight quiver in the lips. Malvoisin, who had been 
a diligent student of medicine, loosened his dress, 
drew a case from his pocket, and applied ammonia 
to the nostrils. When the duke partially revived, 
he gave him a cordial. Slowly, the leaden pallor 
left the face, which was again warmed with a faint 
livid hue of Kfe. In about half an hour the duke 
sat up on the ottoman, supported by cushions, and, 
in a low tone, resumed his conversation, without the 
frenzy which had caused the fainting fit. 

" You all seem like angels in a dream, on a great 
beam of light, ascending and descending. But I 
cannot obey the heavenly summons. My path is 
there — downwards," said he, pointing to the floor. 
^^ Our Catholic faith, indeed, affords a somewhat 
more sympathetic refuge, in these crises of life, than 
the cold dogmas of Calvinism which pervade our 
French Protestant Church. But I detest equally 
cunning priests, and unctuous or severe pasteurs. 



GRAPPLING WITH FATE. 193 

Since I have no blood to spill — and slnce^ if I had, 
there is no worthy cause for which to give a worth- 
less life in the mSUe of battle — and since, if there 
were, I have no faith left in man or principle — ^I 
will betake me to some garret in Paris, where thou, 
Malvoisin, who art the only Christian whose philo- 
sophy I could endure, shalt, in my poverty and 
solitude, be my confessor until my last crust is 
eaten, and I fall back on my solitary pallet a wasted 
corpse.** 

Malvoisin made no reply, but held the duke*s 
hand in his own, sympathetically, during this whis- 
pered soliloquy. After a considerable pause, the 
duke continued, — 

. ^^As for this marriage, my notaires shall have 
immediate instructions. I will restore the duchess 
to entire freedom. Her fortune shall be repaid to 
the last shilling. I shall be a beggar, and I will 
betake myself to my garret and my crust." 

Malvoisin still sat silent by the duke's side, un- 
willing to ruffle this impetuous current of thought 
by interposing any statement of difficulties, or any 
form of remonstrance. The afternoon had waned, 
and the sun was descending rapidly in the west. 
He encouraged the duke to take a few turns in the 
gallery, rang for his valet, and directed him to 
bring a cup of tea and a small glass of brandy*. 

VOL. m. 53 
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After tliis refi*esliment^ tibe dvke seemed to shake 
off the benzj-f which had visited him like a sadden 
squsdl^ with whirlwind and gloom. Standing in a 
bay OTorlooking the gard^i court, they witnessed 
Lord PendlebotToogh'iB adieus to the ladies ; bat the 
duke withdrew from the window, when he saw that 
L(ml Fendleborough waa left alone with Miss Scars- 
dale, saying, sarcastically, that in his own affakrts 
du aeur, he preferred the absence of even the most 
interested friends, and had never chosen a garden^ 
with a v%ilaut father oo tibe terrace, as a j^bce of 
farewelL 

Perceiving that the duke was now thoroughly 
calm, Malvoisin led him to his own private iqmrtment, 
smiMiaed at the eksticity with whkh his vigorous 
nerves, released from spasm^ regained their force. 
The duke walked with more than usual firmoess — 
he was gay^ — he directed his valet to wait in his 
ante-chamber, and» tdyUmg Malvoisin he would take 
some repose, unsheathed his rapkr, laid his double- 
barrelled pistol at his side, and lay down upcm his 

G0QClu 

The duke revolved resolutely the nqpid expresuoos 
of his fr^enzied wilL YebeoLeE^ as th^ had been^ 
even to defiance and wraih, tibey were the expression 
g£ the calmer eonvictiona of hia sdf-tortured maud* 
He^ therefore, pondered only on the steps to be taken 



GRAPPLING WITH FATE. 195 

to carry ibcm into execudoo. Not a day ahonld be 
loit. On Hie morrow^ be would instmct his nototret 
to take the first stefa for a dedaration <^ the nallhjr 
of the marriage. He would pursue these with an 
imflhichmg hardihood. The duchess's fortune should 
be restored. Tac this purpose^ his estates, houses, 
gallery of paiuitings, collections of art and virtyiy 
should be sold without reserve. There would be 
residue enough, probably, to proyide him with the 
income of a cadet If not, he would shroud himself 
in some obscurity, till a not distant death released 
him. Meanwhile, he disciplined his mind to con^ 
cdve what was due to the duchess, as expressive of 
a paternal sdidtude for her — what to his own sense 
of gratitude, fc^ her pious eare during his illness — 
what became the awakening love, from which he 
shrank with the terrors of conscience. The twil%ht 
deepened. From the flickering fire, the portrait of 
Peregrine Erskine of Dun, in his velvet court-dress, 
was Ut by a reflection — ^bright though fitful — firom 
the hai^ngs of the bed, where they were open at its 
foot. The pale, delicate features, tibe high forehead, 
and the large eye foil of romance, attracted his atten- 
tion. He dwelt on the history (^ the concealment, by 
his ^ter the Lady Mabel, of the lover t(£ his q^ueen, 
as it had been sketched to him by Miss Scarsdale. 
This somewhat diverted the current of his thoughts. 

53—2 
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**I am not in the condition to be cheated by my 
imagination with a visit either from ' la vieiUe dame 
de Chatellerault* or from *the Lady Mabel.' But 
I have never yet tried the effect of a coup de 
piatoUt^ suggested his cynical spirit, ** either on ^ la 
vieille dame ' or on * the Lady MabeL' " The duke 
smiled, with a grimace which seemed to be eager for 
the experiment. 

These thoughts were humorously coursing each 
other through his mind, when the dtdl subterranean 
boom of the explosion, followed by a quiver like the 
tremor of an earthquake, made even the glass on the 
dressing-table jingle. The duke was aroused; he 
grasped his pistol instinctively, and raised himself in 
an attitude of attention and expectation. There was 
a short, breathless pause, in which he hesitated 
whether to rise, so completely was he disturbed in 
his reverie. 

' But what was that sound? A rusted hinge 
grated. The duke assumed an eager attitude, 
glancing rapidly from side to side. A door was 
shut. There was a heavy step on the floor on the 
side where the tapestried hangings of the bed were 
drawn. Would the Lady Mabel visit him again? 
Let her beware 1 An instant after, a figure, in the 
velvet dress of Peregrine Erskine of Dun, stood at 
the foot of the bed I Rapidly as a flash of lightning, 
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' the dake perceived a red scar on the forehead of 
the visitant^ whose features had no resemblance to 
those of the delicate portrait His pistol was in his 
hand^ ready for an expected emergency. Scarcely 
ten seconds elapsed before, with the promptitude of 
a practised duellist, he had discharged both barrels 
at the head of the phantom, not doubting that it 
was AscrofL The assassin, believing that he had 
before him Sir Guy Scarsdale, had mounted on to 
the couch at the foot of the bed to precipitate 
himself, knife in hand, on his victim. The duke, 
rising, met him with a vigorous rapier-thrust, which 
pierced the right side of the breast; and, as the 
heavy frame of Ascroft fell forwards, brought the 
hilt with force against his chest, having pressed 
the rapier through the body. But, in falling, the 
ruffian aimed a desperate blow at the duke, which 
must have been instantly fatal, if the weight of the 
assailant had not carried the duke backwards. The 
knife, instead of penetrating immediately behind the 
collar-bone into the great arteries shielded by it, 
which it would inevitably have done, had the duke 
been in a more upright position, was buried deeply 
in the muscles between the shoulder and the neck, 
where it pierced till it struck against the blade- 
bone. 

The duke's pistol-shots and rapier-thrust had. 
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faowei^«r^ taken such effect, that Ascroft fell lieavil j 
upon him, eovermg him with bbod, which flowed 
profusely from his &ce^ where both balls had entered 
the mouth. 

A momfsot later^ die duke's valet entered, and 
lifted the heavy body of Ascroft to the floor. Ere 
this was done. Sir Ghiy Scarsdale, followed by 
Malvoisin,. came, and both were busied in the 
examination ei the dul^e, who was conscious, but 
bleeding. Malv<Msin counselled him not to move 
till he returned^ and, leaviijg the knife in the wound, 
speedUy bronght a case of surgical mBtrumfiits from 
his own room. He then skilfully withdrew the 
knife — ded up such arteries as were within readi, 
and, though blood still oozed, assured Sir Guy that 
the main sources of the bleeding were secured^ The 
duke had, meanwhile, fainted, and he required re- 
storatives. Applied with patience and caution, these, 
ere long, restored aaimalicMi. The wound, though 
wide and deep, had not injured any of the larger 
arteries, and was made by a sharp weapon which 
had cleanly divided the mufide& 

The body of Ascroft had been carried out ; and 
when Malvoisin could leave the duke, he found that 
the balls had passed through the palate, cutting some 
large bloodvessels, which bled profiisely, and that 
the rapier had, probably, pierced towards the root of 



GBAPPUNG WITH FATE. 199 

the Inagy through large pnlmonary arteries. He had 
died, ^.parently, in a quarter <.f an hour, from m. 
temal bleeding. 

While lihe diacmler of the dake's apartmeat, and 
&e Bigns of conflict aad blood, were in course of 
removal^ Sir Guj Scarsdale carefiilljr prepared his 
dress, and, after a Iktle intervd, left Malvoisin to 
wxtcji the duke, while he executed tiie difficidt task 
of revealing this tragedy to Miss Scarsdale and h^ 
guests. 

Sir Guy Scarsdale passed filowlj and tibougbtMly 
down the coTTidor to his daughter's room, which 
was on the south front of tlie hall. He rdeased 
the watcher at the door, and entered calm and self- 
possessed. , 

^^I cannot dear up the mystery of that noise, 
Mabel, unless some explosion has happened in those 
vaults of which you hare the plan befcwre^you. That 
is a probable solution, for &e west wing is foil of 
the smeU of gunpowder." 

" But what were those shots. Sir Guy ? " said the 
duchess. 

'^ I have to compliment you, duchess, <m the per- 
lect presence of mind and pxx>mpt action of the duke; 
for though thifl assassin, for whose appearance we 
have been watching, entered his room from a secret 
passage, like the phantom of Peregrine Erskioe, 
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whose dress he had assmned^ the duke fired on him 
flo mstantly as to deprive him of the power to com- 
mit his intended crime." 

^' That the dnke should have baffled this mffian^ 
after his thrice repeated attempts at murder jester- 
day^ and his previous efforts to assassinate Mr. 
Oliver Holte^ makes ns all his debtor," said Mabel, 
who had observed the anxious look with which Sir 
Guy regarded the duchess. 

^* I trust," said the duchess, gravely, but calmlyj 
** that no life has been sacrificed." 

^'This assassin was so desperate in his assault, 
that the duke could only save his own life by in- 
flicting mortal wounds." 

** Is the man, then, dead? " inquired the duchess. 

"His death, or that of the duke, was the only 
choice," replied Sir Guy ; ** and I rejoice to say the 
duke has escaped with a wound, which, though 
severe, is not desperate." 

**Ahl Is the duke, then, wounded? I may, I 
hope, at once attend on him|? " 

"M. Malvoisin is with him. The duke needs 
some repose. When he can see you, duchess, with- 
out agitation, you will, of course, assume your place 
at his side. But, for his sake, a few hours of com- 
plete repose, in M. Malvoisin's care, are indis- 
pensable." 
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The duchess sank into a chair^ pale, and in a 
deep reverie ; wMe Sir Guy, observing her attitude, 
drew his daughter away with Miss HoUingsworth 
to the polygonal bay which overlooked the garden 
court, where he continued the conversation with 
ihem in a low voice. 

The first impulse of the duchess had been a horror 
that the duke should have the responsibility for a 
life upon his hands to deepen the troubles of his 
stricken conscience, whose workings had not been 
hidden from her in La Vendue. Then the stern 
necessities of the case, briefly but conclusively stated 
by Sir Guy, and the fact that the duke had received 
a severe wound, agitated her. She was too saint- 
like even to think that, if the event had been re- 
versed, she would have been released from the life-^ 
long purgatory of her marriage. The idea of her 
vow was ever present, to shut out any thought 
inconsistent with its obligations. She had no love 
for the duke. Though she knew nothing of his 
vices, she shuddered at his cynicism, his sceptical 
raillery, his utter want of faith, his cold-blooded 
estimate of human motives on the level of instinct, 
passion, or sordid interest. On the other hand, as 
we have seen, she had a clear insight into his sense 
of honour, his valour, and a certain chivalry of spirit 
which shrank from completing the sacrifice of her 
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Jbappiness. She had 'come to regard hlin^ as a 
dau^bter might watch a Mher sick to death with a 
maladj consequent on a debauched life. She was 
noty therefore, agitated with a passionate feeling for 
the lisk and sufifering of the doke^ so much as with 
a profound self-examination whether she rightly 
apprehended what was now required of her by her 
vow, and was ready, with a pure, sunple, and entire 
self-deYotioQ^ to discharge the duties which awaited 
h^. She tdt the necessity of being slooe. After, 
therefore, remaining aome: time in this self-absorbed 
attitude, she rose, and, approaching the group in 
the window, said, in a low voice, Ihat if Sir Guy 
saw no obstacle, she would prefer to spend the in- 
terval be&re dinner in her own apartment. Sir 
Guy at once offered his arm to conduct her thither, 
and gently led her away from her two &tends. 

Meanwhile, Malvoisin watched the duke with 
anxiety. His own study of medicine, ihough pro- 
fbimd, had been necessarily rather theoretic than 
practical Bearing in mind, therefore, ihe agitation 
which the duke had suffered during the day, the 
fainting fit which had supervened, and the consider- 
able loss of blood, as well as the great expenditure 
of energy in his conflict with the assassin, he re- 
garded the duke's condition with deep apprehension. 
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fie seized an instant to write and despatch an urgent 
note to Oliver Hcdte^ es^laining the absolute neces- 
sity of his prompt return to Scarsdale^ to give the 
aid of his careful and prcdonged hospital training 
to rescue the duke from his imminent periL The 
note was scarcely despatched ere Malvoisin observed 
a alighi tremor in the muscles of the duke's face, 
and a shaking of the head, which were the obvious 
precursors of an attack of convulsions. This he for 
the moment arrested by the prompt administration of 
restoratives. When Ihe duke recovered complete 
oonsdousnesfi, he bec^ned to Malvoisin, after an 
interval in which he had kq^t his eyes fixed wifli 
a calm gaze upon him. Malvoisin bent down his 
ear to the duke's month, and in a faint whBq>er lis- 
tened, not without emotion, to his words. 

«I wished for some worthy canse on which to 
spend a worihless life. Mine was a wish inspired 
by destiny, or if you wiU, by» Providence. I am 
content to have given my life to protect this family, 
which was my refiige in the storm of retribu- 
tion." 

There was a pause, daring which Malvoisin per- 
ceived that bk>od still oozed from the wound, which 
he had closed with sutures. He could not staunch 
the blood, which exuded from vessels too small to 
be tied; nor could he command the main artery. 
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without making the wound gape, and embarrassing 
the feeble respiration. He tried some pressure upon 
it in vain. 

** Grive me the cordial again,** said the duke ; " I 
have that to say which must be said soon.'* 

Malvoisin administered a strong dose of the re- 
storative, and again bent his ear to the livid lips 
of the sufferer. 

**I am forty-five years of age. Twenty years 
have passed since the only vision of true love has 
shed its light on my life. I have two daughters 
who do not bear my name. Thrust your hand into 
my breast, and you will find there a locket with 
the portrait of their mother, and of her two children. 
There is also within my last testament " 

The duke paused, exhausted, and Malvoisin, 
putting his hand into the duke's dress, found in a 
breast-pocket, a golden locket of the most exquisite 
workmanship. "Within was the portrait of a charm- 
ing woman of radiant beauty, and of two infant 
children. All were profusely set in diamonds of 
extraordinary size and brilliancy, and of great value. 
Beneath the portraits of the children, Malvoisin found 
the duke's will, written on tissue paper, and beneath 
that of the lady, a lock of hair twisted into a ring 
with a superb diamond. The duke, following him 
attentively with calm eyes, asked again for the cor- 
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diaL Malvoisin complied. As soon as he had 
drank the dose^ the duke said^ — 

*' The secret of the marquise is safe in your hands^ 
my confessor. My testament provides for the re- 
payment of the dotation of the duchess, by the 
sale of all my estates and possessions of whatever 
kind, except these diamonds. The residue of the 
sale of my property, as far as it will not be claimed 
by my heirs-at-law, I bequeath to my daughters. 
But these diamonds are not mine. They are the 
dotation of my daughters, entrusted to me by their 
mother, and preserved with a pious care. I entrust 
them to you, Malvoisin, as my confessor and friend. 
The marquis wasted his estates to the last sou, and 
perished in the retreat from Moscow. The two 
charming daughters of his wife are in the convent 
of the Religieuses dans la Vendue, which I have 
endowed during my lifetime, so as to provide them 
an asylum as long as they and you may desire. 
You, have I made the guardian of their fortunes, 
and with you I have united the Duchess of Chatelle- 
rault. This will was made in La Vendue, when 
I thought myself dying." 

The duke had spoken with a calm and deliberate 
emphasis, but in a faint whisper, which became 
almost inaudible ere he ceased. Malvoisin withdrew 
the pillow, sponged the duke's face with ice-cold 
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wmter, aj^ied warnxth to t&e feet The termor oS 
the head returned; for a momeBt the ejres were 
inTerted to i^ie inDer angk of the orbit^ and tibe 
mouth was distored with spasm. But this partial coxk- 
vulsion passed away ; b j-and-by the duke again fixed 
his cahn and steady gaze on MalvoisiiL The livid 
lips moyed^ and Malvoisin bent down his ear again. 

" My will encloses a separate docnment in whidi 
I express my desire that the Duchess of Chatelle- 
rault will take chaa^ of the Mesdemoisdles de Clair^ 
TOBTix, as a proof that she knows that, this tie to life 
transferred to her better keepings I haTe no busmess 
here to stand between her and happiziess. I welcome 
death. I have this &ith^ Malvoisin^ that my expia- 
tion of my life of egotism is in part accomplig^ed b j 
my desire to withdraw the blot of my pollution from 
the purity of this samt," 

These words were scarcely uttered, when the 
possible agitation of his thoughts caused a violent 
and prolonged convulsion, which threatened to be 
fatal Malvoisin sent the duke's valet, whom he 
summoned firom the adjoining room, for Sir Guy 
Scarsdale, and then requested him to break as early 
as possible to the duchess the £iet of the extreme peril 
in which the duke was. Sir Ghiy went to find his 
daughter, and to entrust this delicate duty to her. 
Meanwhile, the strange vigour of the sufferer's 
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c^tkoHm for a time struggled with the grim 
aiemy. He dowly revived from the insenaibflity 
and ecM^Yukions which he had suffered^ He again 
fized oa Malvoiain the same calm and steady gaze* 
At lengthy after a loiig pause^ he said^ — 

* My hour approaches. I wish to bid the duchess 
farewell, if she will not be too much shocked with 
my condition.'' 

Malvoimi made a sign £cx perfect silence and 
riqpose. Then, by degrees, he gave the dnke a cop 
of green tea with brandy, and, waiting to observe 
hs effects, he at length despatched the valet again to 
Sir Guy Scarsdale, and, on his arrival, communicated 
the duke's wish to him. 

Miss Scarsdale had cautiously caused herself to be 
announced to the duchess. When she entered her 
apartment, she found her pale, grave, but calm, 
sitting before her table with a book of prayers spread 
open upon it. She rose, as though she had by some 
saintly power a divination of the tragic scene passing 
in the adjacent room. Miss Scarsdale saw her 
dilated eye and exalted mien. She felt how trans- 
Soermed the duchess was by the brief space fi)r self-* 
communion, prayer, and the recall of all the inner 
resources of her piety. At once she recognized that 
the cheerfulness with which she had joined in the 
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pure satisfactions of their recent domestic intercourse 
had only hidden from external observation a consci- 
ousness of the tragic fate which seemed to await her. 
Now, in the presence of this swift messenger of Pro- 
vidence, such reserve was no more possible, than in the 
supernatural light of an angel's form. Miss Scarsdale 
saw at once into the depths of her friend's sense of 
her life sacrifice, and recognized all her pious self- 
devotion. She therefore said little. By a few brief 
hints, she confirmed the duchess's intuitive anticipa- 
tions of the duke's state. It was even no surprise 
to her to learn that his life was in imminent peril. 
When she knew that he wished to see her, in order 
to confide some sacred trust to her, she eagerly 
obeyed. She appeared equal to any emergency ; to 
be appalled by no scene of sufiering or death to 
which she was summoned by duty. Perceiving all 
this. Miss Scarsdale requested her father to announce 
to M. Malvoisin the duchess's approach. 

The duke received her with a smile of tenderness. 
She placed her hand in his, and he locked it in a 
feeble grasp. After an interval, in which he gazed 
upon her placidly, he said, — 

*^ Marie, my gentle, pious Marie, you have gained 
a strange power over my wayward spirit So discon- 
tented am I with the past, that I welcome the future, 
which is first death, and ihen, as I think, the comple- 
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tion of my expiation I Help my conscience^ Marie, 
in this supreme hour. Your estates are restored* 
Whatever else I can, I bequeath to my two daughters, 
the Mesdemoiselles Clairvoeux. Their mother's por- 
trait, in a case of precious diamonds, will augment 
their slender fortunes* You, Marie and Malvoisin, 
are my executors. He has my will. But, hear my 
last request I Make my daughters like yourself in 
purity, in piety, in self-devotion. They are your 
wards. I confide them to you alone." 

The duke's voice sank as he spoke. The energy 
of a vigorous will alone enabled him clearly to 
utter, after a pause between each sentence, this final 
injunction. He continued to gaze on the duchess, 
as though he bade her farewell, with a last expres- 
sion of admiration and confidence. 
5 **I have heard, and understood all, duke," she 
said. '^I call God to witness that I accept, and, 
with his help, wiU discharge, the trust which you 
have confided to me." 

He smiled, and endeavoured to utter the words, 
" Adieu, Marie," but no sound escaped ; she thought 
she read them on his lips. A quiver passed over his 
face; she lifted her eyes in prayer. When she 
turned to him again, he was no more. 

The duchess kneeled, bowed upon the bed so long, 
that at length M. Malvoisin entered, and discovered 
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her stSl holding the duke's lifeless hand pressed to 
her forehead, which was bent upon it Gently and 
patiendj he withdrew her to her own room^ and then 
confided her to the tenderness of her two sympathiz- 
ing fdends. 

We pass from the days of sad preparations, ihe 
detail of unavoidable arrangements, the history of a 
crisis in the life of this beautiful and saintly woman. 
The body was confided to the diarge of the duke's 
confidential servant, to be conveyed to La Vendfe. 

After a fortni^t's seclusion with her friends, the 
duchess, attended by a lady of the convent in which 
she had been educated, and who had ' arrived from 
France for the purpose, left Scarsdale for France, to 
take charge of her young wards* 

Before this narrative closes, we will again follow 
her steps for a brief space ; but the lesson which her 
purity and angelic sanctity had to teach, is mainly 
told. We only, by and by, desire to inform our 
readers as to the drift of her ftiture life. 



We have not ventured to interrupt the tragic story 
of this chapter by any explanation of the sudden 
iqppearance of Ascroft at the foot of the duke's bed, 
in the disguise which he had assumed. During 
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Sir Gay Scarsdale's absence he had been^ as under* 
keeper^ mndi eo^doyed bj Mr. Holte as a waefcch- 
man at the halL The range of buildings romvd the 
quadrangle was so large^ that one keeper or walcher, 
m succession, occupied a room on the ground floor, 
and visited ever j apartment of the house at mght&ll, 
at midnight^ and in the morning. In the discharge 
of these duties, Ascroft had found in the drawer of 
an '^escritoire," a plan of the secret passages and 
chambers in that part of the old castellated structure 
whidi was incorporated with the halL Having 
obtained the due, he explored thcQi with care, ex- 
amined their entrances, learned the trick of their 
fiistenings, descended the shaft of the keep by 
making loops on its rusted chain, discovered, on the 
inner side, the means of opening Ihe postern at the 
bottom, and found the mouth of the galley in the 
thicket He had thus in his power a secret means 
of lurking about the hall for plunder, or for any 
other sinister object The apartments, now occu- 
pied by the duke, had originally been those of the 
Lady Mabel, and in respect for her memory, were 
regarded as die lord's rooms, or the apartments des- 
tined for the head of the house. Sir Ghiy had occu- 
pied diem at every previous visit ; but he had now, 
knowing his daughter's tastes, chosen for her some 
rooms overlooking the gacd^i court, with deep poly- 
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gonal bays to the souths and had his own cabinet 
next to hers, "Whereas, the rooms occupied by 
the duke and duchess were on the west, overlooking 
the ravine from Scaxsdale Crag, and were in part 
formed by the west wall of the old fortalice. In 
this wall, and in some cross waUs at right angles to 
it, were the secret passages and chambers. 

When Philp, and Martin, and Deloisir penetrated 
to ihe studded door in the secret gallery at the 
foot of Scarsdale Crag, Ascroft listened attentively 
for some signs of their intentions. As they did not 
speak, before he heard their retreating footsteps, 
he determined to leave nothing to risk, lest they 
should adopt some means of forcing the door. He, 
therefore, ascended the shaft by the loops on the 
chain, wound it up by the windlass at the top, and 
at once proceeded on his bloody errand ere his re- 
treat should be discovered. In one of the chambers 
he disguised himself in the velvet court-suit of 
Peregrine Erskine of Dun, hoping thus to appal 
his victim as a phantom, and to be aided by* the 
traditional superstitious legends in effecting his escape. 
He expected to find Sir Guy Scarsdale, at the edge 
of night, in the cabinet adjoining the bedroom into 
which the secret passage entered. He crept to the 
thick door of oak, covered, on the side opposite 
the passage, by the " napkin paneUng " of the room. 
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He cautiously lifted the latch, and thrust open the 
door, the hinge of which grated with rust, and which, 
notwithstanding his precautions, shut with some 
noise. He advanced, therefore, more rapidly, in- 
tending to pass to the door of the cabinet; when, 
on arriving at the foot of the bed, he was startled 
and disconcerted by seeing, as he thought, his victim 
on the couch. His knife was in his right hand, 
and before he had time to draw his pistol from his 
breast, he received two rapid and decisive shots just 
as he was in the act of springing from the sofa to 
plunge his weapon into his prey. He had never 
seen Sir Guy Scarsdale, and the duke, therefore, re- 
ceived the stab intended for another. 
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CHAPTEE VII. 

COLONEL vavasour's FIRST INTERVIEW WITH 
HELEN. — FEVER IN THE MERE CLOUGH. — A 
NEW LIFE IN MABEL PERPLEXED AND INTER- 
RUPTED. 

OcTOBEB had rapidly embrowned and thinned the 
foliage of Scarsdale Clongh. The November frosts 
had withered, and its winds had whirled the leares. 
Colonel Vavasour had been permitted by his vigilant 
physician to descend to the garden terrace of Asshe- 
ton Manor-house, whence he could overlook the 
western fork of the ravine. There, leaning on 
Oliver Holte's arm, or from time to time on the 
sturdy support of the Cock of Rossendale, or occa- 
sionally on the unequal and halting aid of Barnabas, 
he delighted to inspire at noon the still, tranquil, 
autumnal air ; to gaze on the scenes of his boyish 
freaks and youthful adventures; to talk over with 
his humble friends the sports, mountain rambles, and 
daring feats of early days. He gathered strength 
so steadily, that at length, on a sober cob pony 
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beloi^ing to Mr. ParkinacMij he Tentured forth to 
make some visits to neighbouring homesteads, the 
pcmj beii^ led either by Nathaniel, or by the Cock 
of Bossendale. Then his physician sanctioned an in- 
torview with Sir Ghiy Scarsdale, and finding no ill 
consequences from this^ one morning he gradually 
led the conversation with Colonel Yayasonr towards 
the IcMxg postponed interview with his guardian. 

Colonel Vavasour was resting after breakfast in 
his favourite cushioned seat in ihe eastern orid, 
whence he could gaze down the once leafy labyrinth 
of the western fodk. of the Cloughy now partially 
ravaged by frost and storm, but still, on sunny days, 
wearing its brown garniture, almost glorious in the 
yellow rays of the midday and western sun. 

^^ From what I see of the homesteads, and the state 
of the pastures, fences, and plantations, my worthy 
guardian, besides paying all my debts, and providing 
for me a large unappropriated balance in my banker^s 
hands, has left me little to do in the material im« 
provi^aient of this manor.** 

^^The vicar has, in ten years, almost made a 
revolution in the property, «»d your mines are now 
SO productive that the rental is doubled ; but these 
material improvements are but the rude fouiula- 
tion of a much slower and more di£5cult moral 
amelioration." 
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^* Assuredly, if, as you teU me, the struggle with 
semi -barbarous superstitions, coarse and sensual 
habits, and half-brutish ignorance is painfully toil- 
some in the hands of my guardian, I can have little 
hope to increase the rate of progress either by effort 
or example." 

" If you realize what you tell me has been the 
dream of your life, and make Miss Hollingsworth 
your wife, you wiU unite the experience of the 
vicar's faithful ministry with your own larger survey 
of life, and may, with God's grace to help you, 
worthily continue his pious labours." 

** God grant it I But you forget that I have not, 
as you, Malvoisin, and Pendleborough have, either 
inquired or thought on these subjects. Schools^ 
poor colonies, penitentiaries, the reclamation of 
wastes, the civilization of serfs, cottiers, and vil- 
leins — these have been no part of my interests in 
Ufe." 

*' You will begin. You will toil up the hill, with 
such help as you can get. There is this faithful 
Barnabas at hand, with his earnest, sagacious aid. 
You will convert such a man as Jonah Ingham into 
an instrument of much good. By slow and painful 
steps you will break the ground, clear it of weeds, 
prepare it for the seed, and then, by your prayers, 
and by your life, in conformity with your commu- 
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nion with God, you will invoke the sun and rain of 
his spiritual blessings on what you have sown." 

"Your teaching, Holte, revives the deep impres- 
sions of my early youth in my guardian's vicarage. 
The seeds of his example and instruction must have 
lain half dead in my heart, since they sthr now with 
a new life under the discipline of Providence and the 
inflaence of my physician." 

*^ The vicar knows what your purposes are. He 
heartily approves your intention of making Assheton 
Manor your home. He believes that your dependants 
will derive only advantage from your presence." 

*^ That is a message which prepares me to receive 
my guardian without any of that alarming emotion 
which has been one of the symptoms of my malady." 

*^ I am satisfied that you might now see Mr. Hoi- 
lingsworth with perfect safety, if you will be careful 
to avoid any recurrence to the past" 

*^ That I will do ; and, if he makes his usual morn- 
ing call, it would be most natural for both of us that 
he should come upstairs, without further preface." 

"Within an hour, the vicar rode into the fold of 
Scarsdale Manor, and found Oliver Holte, who had 
heard the sound of his horse's hoofs, at the door of 
the manor-house, waiting to take him upstairs to his 
former ward. When the vicar entered. Colonel 
Vavasour advanced eagerly across the room to em- 
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brace him, and Mr. HoUingswartli warmly folded 
him in his arms as though he had be^i a son, Th^ 
sat down withoat speaking, the cokiiel still holding 
the vicar's hand, and gazing earnestly <m his &ce. 

'^Tlme has dealt leniently with yon, yicar, in 
these ten years. Your blad: hair and eyebrows are 
grizzled, and the stc»rmy climate of our moorlands 
has made you more swarthy. But your eye is 
as bright, yoor figure is as erect, aad your step as 
dastic, as when we last met" 

** To you, my godson and ward, these ten years 
have been a growth in strength, grace, and manly 
bearing. I read in your featareg and manners the 
cultivation of the camp and the court" 

^^Read no&ing else, vicar, unless you can also 
give me hope that the rebuke of Heaven has 
chastened my spirit, ere it broke the spring of life.'' 

*^ I have been present with you in spirit, colond, 
aU through this sharp trial, and have known from 
your physician all that has passed. God, of his great 
mercy, has smitten you, as a ^Either his child." 

"You were ever ready to receive and kill the 
&tted calf for yomr prodigal son. Holte has told yon 
what are the plans of my future life, and he assTU'es 
me of your approval, so that I shall not trespass on 
the promise which I gave you." 

** You will not. Colonel Vavasour." 
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**Nor will ycfu now forbid me access to jmet 

"Miss HoHingswcMrth will wekome yoa as her 
ibster-brotber. Let us be quite frvoA. wi& each 
other. My daaghter is ^te prepared for any 
change of sentiment on your part Mr. Holte has 
made me aware of your own yiews. But ten years 
is a long interval of separation ; it is necessary that 
you ^ould meet as friends^ not as formar lovers. 
You are free in all respects; so have I striv^i that 
my daughter diould be free. Her feelings sob 
chastened into a desire^ befcH'e all things^ to do that 
which shall be in harmony with her spiritual life^ and 
her reverence and affection for her ifiiither.'' 

*^ That k exactly what I hoped you would say, niy 
dearvicar. Miss Hollingsworth may find me changed 
from the ideal of her youth. She is entirely free ; 
but I gather frcwn you, that if I recover, I too am 
free to win her, if I can." 

The vicar made no reply, but perceiving some 
emotion in his former ward, at cmce rose, obeying the 
injunction of Oliver Holte, and bidding him adies^ 
assured him of an early retHiD. 

Ten days later, as the Cock of Rossendale was 
walking at the side of Nathaniel Parkinson'^s pony, 
on which C<donel Vavasour was mounted, he found 
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that^ for the first time^ the pony's head was directed 
by the rider down the steep road which wound from 
the abrupt cliffy on which the manor-house was built^ 
into the western fork of Scarsdale Clough. Colonel 
Vavasour seemed bent on visiting the scenes of his 
early sports and rambles, when *^ the Cock " as the 
gamin of Scarsdale, carried his creel and landing- 
net, or held his setters in leash. As they threaded 
the leaf-strewn road through the wood, they recalled 
the feats which each pool had witnessed. They 
gazed at the scars which they had climbed, they 
lingered at the rock whence they had watched a 
brood of otters, kennelled under the roots of a huge 
alder, issue to sport and fish ; they stopped at a sand- 
bank burrowed with rabbit-holes, to chat of their 
success in depopulating this warren with the help of 
ferrets and terriers. Then, passing the Mere Clough 
and its row of weavers' cottages, they wandered up 
the narrow and embowered glen which led to Scars- 
dale Head. Midway, was a huge bolder, as big as 
a house, beneath which it had been their custom to 
make a fire, and, on the glowing wood-ashes, to fry 
the trout they had caught for a midday meal. Here 
Colonel Vavasour dismounted, in a mood for thought, 
and sent his attendant into the wood with the pony, 
to let it graze. 

Though scarcely a breath of air stirred, the frost- 
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withered leaves were pattering through the branches 

to the dry and leafy ground^ flecked everywhere 

with bright gleams of the last sunlight of November, 

through the thin and faded foliage. 

The torrent sang to him, as in days when he had, 

as a child, wandered hither with his foster-sister, 

or, when a youth from college, he waylaid her as 

a lover. There was not a rock, a tree, a turn 

in the tortuous road, unconsecrated by some emo- 
tion of this pure passion of early life. How often 

had these scenes recurred in the splendour of courts, 
in the gayest haunts of fashion, in moments of 
supreme temptation or error, always to restrain, 
always to revive the better nature — even to dash 
from his lips, with remorse and horror, the pol- 
luted draught with which he was about to poison 
his being ! Would to God he had never left his 
native valley! Would to God he had lived a 
simple life in these wilds ! Oh that, guided only by 
his early trainuig, he had altogether preserved his 
life &om the stains of a career of passion! How 
could he, even though penitent, approach the sweet 
and gentle pieiy of Helen, from whose trustful love 
he had wandered, to bring back only a life withered 
by the rebuke of Heaven, and a heart, if constant, 
still one that had wearied her affection by his way- 
ward career, if he had not alienated it by his pro- 
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d^aliij. She vas belbre hiin^ in Iiis xmnd^fl eye^ — 
a beautiful girl, barelj seraxteen, with krge beam- 
ing ejreSy fair hair^ an exquisite month, an air of 
simplicity, tenderness, and grace, without the slight- 
est consdousness of the power ef her beauty and 
truth. The hue of health was in her lips, and on 
her dieek, and in the step with which, like a roe^ 
die ran to greet her fbsteivbrothen He had bent 
his head upon his hand, liie better to drink in tliis 
mental vkion, and to contrast it with tibe proud 
rivals of fiudiion, whidhi had son^t to displace it 
from his heart. No I Marquise de Buron, your 
daughter, though radiant as Aurora, and sednctiye 
as Venus, fresh fixmi the foam of ocean, did not so 
open heaven in all its purity to me, as Helen my 
foster-sister had the power to do. 

He sat on a moss-grown stone beneath the huge 
bolder, hidden from the upper winding of the road, 
buried in this profound reverie. There was a sound 
of footsteps in the thick carpet of leaves, and of 
voices close at hand. His attention was aroused; 
he rose, and disturbed by familiar tones, stej^d 
hurriedly into the road, and stood suddenly in front 
of Miss Scarsdale and Miss Hollingswortb, who 
were walking from the vicarage to the Mere Ciough. 
A moment before, he had been gazing in reverie on 
the vision of his early love ; now, he stood &ce to 
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&ce with the gentle lady, whose affection he had 
put to so rude a probation. 

There stood before him no longer ihe girl of 
senr^nteen^ who had yielded herself involuntarily to 
the love of iiie companion of her childhood, but a 
beauti£al woman, with calm and beaming eyes, a 
clear though not expanded brow; tibe same exquisite 
grace, simplicity, and purity, but a self-possession 
now, not merely the result of a perfectly guileless 
nature, but, alas ! of severe discipline in sufiering, 
and of a self-eonquest over unavailing sorrows. The 
gefi^eness and simplicity were developed into a 
serene wisdom; the grace and beauty were dig^ 
nified by mental culture ; the purity was now not so 
much a sensitive shrinking from evil, as a sense of 
the erer-present help of God to the prayer of faith. 
Colondi Vavasour felt at a glance how Helen had 
more than fulfilled every promise of her youdi. 

Even tibe contrast of Miss Scarsdale's rare beauty, 
in aU the pride and power of an earUer bloom, made 
brilliant by «very grace of fadiion, and provoking 
by the fierU which repelled all homage of lip or 
manner, radier, to his mind, enhanced the charms 
of Helen's womanhood. He was, for an instant, 
staggered by the suddemiess of their meeting, 
and tJben recovermg, with hi» wonted (xpUmh and 
courtesy, he approached Helen, and taking her 
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hand^ raised it to his lips, and then greeted Miss 
Scarsdale. 

Helen had, as we have seen, been carefully dis- 
ciplined by her father. He had, by a perfectly 
truthful narrative of the main circumstances of 
Colonel Vavasour's condition, preserved her from 
any needless agitation. Securing this serenity, he 
had buoyed out her path faithfully. He had coun- 
selled her, that she could not know whether Colonel 
Vavasour could now inspire the aflfection she had 
once felt for him. He must, by whatever eflfort of 
self-command, be received as an old friend, entitled 
to every courtesy, and to the most friendly interest. 
But it must not be presumed that he would seek 
more, nor could it be taken for granted that more 
could be conceded. Miss Scarsdale had seconded 
these counsels of the vicar most earnestly, and had 
contributed greatly, by her high spirit, to maintain the 
cheerfulness with which Miss Hollingsworth awaited 
the issue of her trying position. The vicar had, 
however, said nothing whatever of the change which 
he himself recognized in Colonel Vavasour. 

When, therefore, from behind a rock, a tall and 
handsome man, with irregular features, dressed in a 
suit of velvet, approached them, and taking Miss 
HoUingsworth's hand, raised it to his lips, she had 
not, imtil the last instant, recognized him. This was 
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not the slender active youth whom she had met in 
the glen, and whose image had so long filled her 
imagination. The graceful figure of the gentleman 
before her was that of the highest tan. The strong, 
well-knit frame of the man had seen service in war. 
These polished manners had been trained in court. 
This luxury of dress, and fastidious expression had 
been caught in the haunts of fashion. Had time 
then put this interval between her boy lover and 
herself? If this, perhaps more? Was this the 
change against which her father had warned her to 
hold her thoughts in equipoise ? 

Miss Scarsdale with feminine tact had come to her 
relief 

*' My fisither brought so good an account of you. 
Colonel Vavasour, that we all hoped you would get 
abroad before the winter weather wraps us in storm 
and mist. But this visit to the clough is beyond our 
most sanguine hopes.'' 

'* Thank you much. Miss Scarsdale. I have 
ventured hither on Nathaniel Parkinson's cob attended 
by a young man, who was my creel-bearer in these 
doughs a dozen years ago. I have been [musing 
among familiar scenes, and sat here to rest." 

'* We are on our way to the Mere Clough cottages. 
Are you strong enough to come with us ? " 

'^I think so, but I am still under orders not. to 
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mlk except «ai lerel gromd, and tiiea mif fc 
short tone. Give me have, iadia» to call ny Coc) 
Boneudale and ibe eeb, sad to mcniit god acct 
pay jtm." 

Mabel had foresees that sodi a meetmg afibr 
great aivaata^et to Helm, to slide gracediilly i 
tanns of intercoorse vidi Golond YarasoBr,' con 
tent with the friendelup which her fader cmms^ 
and enaUiag her to hold entirely is Deserve 
decision as to the fiother pro^BS of theor intiBu 
MisB Scandale, therefore, as they walked dowaa 
cloQgh, gradually drew Hden into t9ie cemretSBti 
and ere tfaey reached the Mere she had hegai 
recognize some of the once familiar tones of 
Tcace — some traits of exprewion in his feataires; i 
to devise in her own miad, how the comparsti'V 
Mnooth profile of his youth had changed into 
craggy outline which garve an original chavactei 
the fece of the man. 

When they reached the cottages. Miss ScarK 
vonld not let him dismoimt — ^but telling him 1 
Ihey were abont to tend to some sick people, seen 
with a radiant smile and the ntmost conrtesj 
manner, about to counsel him to avoid the chill 
evening air of the cloog^, when Oliver HcJte : 
Barnabas issoed &om the cottage which they n 
about to enter. 
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Mr. Holte approached Miss Scarsdale and Miss 
Homiigsworfli, Baying,- 

^My apprehensions are all confirmed*. It is 
greatiij to be regretted that the roof of the cottages 
at the Northwood uplands, pnnred so unsound,, and 
had to be renewed* There is a' case of malignaot 
typhus in this cottage, and I fear almost every 
household will be a prey to this terrible malady this 
week* I must most earnestly dissuade your entrance,; 
ladies; any contact with this form of the disease i& 
dangerous. Barnabas will discharge your self-im- 
posed duties, and I will attend the sicL" 

This was spoken in a gentle tone of voice, but 
with the quiet decision of a man accustomed to be 
obeyed in the exercise of his profession, and who, aa 
Miss Scarsdale knew, had been the resident physician 
of large hospitals* 

She paused, and turning to Miss Hollingswortbs 
took her hands* 

^^ This, I suppose, is not a matter in which we 
can have any discretion, Helen* Your father and 
mine must be consulted. We must refisr Mr. Holte's 
advice to them." 

^^ Mr* Holte's advice has aa emphatic form. Miss 

Scarsdale," said Colonel Vavasour, " which I hope 

. the vicar and Sir Guy will interpret as an interdict." 

^^ Let me also, ladies, dissuade you at pres^it from 
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visitiiig iihe Mere Clough. The fall of the foliage 
of the woods^ its rapid decaj^ the chilling mists of 
the evenings and the natural insalubrify of the 
marsh round the Mere^ combine to create a source 
of danger. Colonel Vavasour, I must induce you 
also to make your excursions on the uplands ; and 
now to return to Assheton Manor.'* 

There was a polite decision in Oliver's manner 
which secured an immediate compliance with his 
suggestions. They bade each other adieu, the ladies 
returning to the vicarage, and Colonel Vavasour 
pursuing his road homewards by the western fork 
with his attendant, while Oliver and Barnabas con- 
tinued their visitation of the cottages. They found 
the traces of an outbreak of malignant typhus in 
almost every house. The whole afternoon was oc- 
cupied in making arrangements for the nursing of 
the sick, for the supply of wine, and other neces- 
saries, and for the removal of some who were capable 
of bearing the change to that part of the row of 
cottages at the Northwood uplands, which had been 
repaired and furnished. 

Colonel Vavasour was too just and manly to be 
dissatisfied with his reception by Miss HoUingsworth. 
It would be a consolation to be restored to her * 
friendship. To his wounded conscience it would be 
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a satisfaction to know that the happiness of his early 
mistress had not been sacrificed bj his wayward 
career and long neglect Even if the budding hope 
of renewed love should not bloom, might he not 
find peace? He must hold his passionate nature by 
a firm rein; he must discipline his spirit to patience; 
he must still this throbbing tumult of thought. What 
right had he to offer the wreck of his constitution, 
the dregs of his youth, the wasted gifts of a bountiful 
nature to her who had loved him only in his un- 
corrupted prime? Her father had been faithful to 
his guardianship. His daughter had received him 
calmly and gently as an early friend. He would 
accept this position : let the future bring what* it 
might, it should, with the help of God, bring no fresh 
pang to his conscience. These were the thoughts 
which, not without visible emotion, thrilled through 
Mm on his way homewards, and during tfie evening, 
while he awaited his physician's return from the 
typhus-haunted cottages of the Mere Clough. 

He had dined ere Oliver arrived. Then he 
listened to the narrative of suffering and impending 
calamity ainong the families of weavers. Barnabas 
had found a lodging in the naturalist's cottage a little 
higher up the glen, in order that he might personally 
superintend the execution of the medical directions. 
Deloisir would join him there, so that each might 
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wslch during every alternate eight hours. Thej 
would thus 1)e able to devote twenly-four hours out 
of every forty-dght to sleep and exerdae in the open 
air. These arrangem^ats^ with nourishing diet and 
consdtations prepared to enconnter contagion by 
previous exposure, seemed a probahle source of 
safefy. Cdonel Yavaeour highly commended their 
devotion, and placed all the resources of his own 
Obomadbdid at his frkod's command. 

From day to day, the malady thenceforth made 
rapid progveas tbrough &e fimiEes of the Mere 
CSoui^, worn as they had been by labour and want^ 
jEod with blood poisoned by the miasmata of the marsh. 
The previous abundant help &om Scarsdale, com- 
bined with the vigilance and skill of Oliver and his 
assistants, doubtless mitigated the ravages of the 
disease, and saved many victims ; but no day passed 
without a death. In die coarse of three weeks 
tweBty-foi:ff of the fever-stricken weavers had been 
buried in Assheton churchyard. The vicar was 
assiduous and fdthful in his ministrations. Putting 
im a suit in the cottage of the naturalist which, when 
he aKcfaanged it, was hung some hours in the open 
air, iie paid daily visitd to the sick and d}ong. 
Cokmel YarvascKur, ksotwing liis hahiis, appeared at 
the vicarage almost daily to welcome him on his 
return from his morning visits, by awaiting him in 
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the gankn* He then entered with bitn, and took 
hmd^on with Mr. HoQingswortfi and his dan^ter. 
Tfaw^ lie was soon on his dLd footing of intimacy* 
He nuule no ajquurent efibrt to be reoeiTod as a lover. 
By tdfigreeSj theasefere, Helen acqnired confid^ioe 
that Aq would not be perplexed with premature 
proposals. She was astomahed at the ehsEige which 
ten years of intercourse with the courts and camps 
of Europe h«d made in her boy lover, l^e fascinar 
tim <^ Colonel Vavasour's polished manners — the 
indications of a wide experience^ accompHshmenitas — 
an acute insight iniD the springs of action^ amoi^ 
dasseaof which she had no knowledge ; and^ at the 
same time^ of a brave^ truthful, manly spirit, deeply 
interested her. She observed with what reverence 
and gratitude he treated her &ther. When the vicar 
spdce on subjects of faith and duty, he listened like 
a son or a disciple^ but was silent He volunteered 
no isdieation of the workings of his own mind 
eidier on his past liie^ or on their previous associa«- 
tioiuk To hersdlf, his demeanour was f uU oi a delicate 
courtesy, with almost a tinge of melancholy in his 
tooe, when he addressed her, if they chanced for a 
period to be alone. 



Her &tiier treated him with entire raspect and 
ccmfidence. He placed no bar on Colonel Vavasour^s 
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intercourse with her, but his own fastidious sense 
of honour. But he obyiouslj never sought to be 
alone with her, and the only sign of the object of 
Ms visits to the vicarage was their frequency, which 
appeared to indicate that he wished her to have the 
fullest opportunity of observing what change had 
occurred in him. Yet she was not disturbed. The 
discipline of sorrow, aided by the training of her 
father, had enabled her to form a juster estimate 
of the aims of life. Oh what cause for joy, that this 
prodigal brother had been restored to his home ! If 
she could not welcome him with the caresses of a 
sister, she could every night pour out a thanksgiving 
for answered prayers. 

When a youth. Colonel Vavasour had, as the 
vicar's ward, taught every Sunday in the school 
which was held in an old chauntry in the church- 
yard of Assheton. Thither it had been her constant 
habit to repair. One Sunday morning, on entering, 
she observed the tall figure of Colonel Vavasour 
by the side of Barnabas Collier, who was teaching 
the class of young men which the colonel had 
formerly instructed. He remained a calm and silent 
observer of Bamabas's teaching, and went out with 
the class to church, without appearing to observe 
her presence. This was the first day on which he 
had attended the parish church since his return. 
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The news of his early ride to the school had spread, 
and the churchyard was filled with groups of 
tenantry and labourers anxious to welcome him, and 
to assure themselves of the recovery of the lord of 
the manor. Leaning; upon the arm of Nathaniel 
P„ld.»n, ^ ,»ie% Ive™^ ,id> Mm »d 
Barnabas, he approached eadi group to return the 
hearty congratulations of his neighbours and de« 
pendants. Helen observed all this, as she slid like 
a simbeam through the churchyard to her quiet 
comer in the vicar's pew. 

Miss Scarsdale had not visited the vicarage for 
a week. This was so unusual an interval, that 
Helen persuaded her father to accompany her in 
a visit to Scarsdale HalL They foond Sir Guy 
Scarsdale at home, but anxious and disturbed. Miss 
Scarsdale had during the preceding week been very- 
weak, sleepless, and far fi:om well. One evening 
a violent shivering fit had occurred, followed by 
severe headache, delirium, and other alarming 
symptoms. M. Malvoisin had left for Glasgow, whither 
he had been summoned, by one of his agents, in 
consequence of some shocking outrages of a secret 
society. Sir Guy had sent to Assheton for Mr. 
Holte on the evening when the shivering occurred. 
On his arrival Sir Ghiy was deeply disturbed by a 
confirmation of his fears. His daughter had caught 
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Ab ccmtagioii m the Mere Clou^ and was certainly 
attacked with &7e£» Mr. Holte had urgentl j pressed 
Sir Gray to summon a physician trom. Manchester^ and 
he was now anziondy awaiting his arrival* Helen 
wa. greatly <iistarbed, aad the vkar grave md silent. 

The vicar and Miss Hollingsworth remained to 
famcheon^ at which they w^rev joined by Mr. Holte* 
To tlhe vicar lie explained that the spoptoms of 
Miss Scarsdale's attack were alarming, that he had 
. met the emergency with promptitude, but that 
he felt the responsibility deeply. H^ anxiously ex- 
pected the arrival of the physician from Manchester. 
Mr. EbUk^worth observed that he looked worn 
and distressed, which he attributed to the harassing 
duties, that he had recently discharged in the Mere 
Clough. He was unusually silent He had heard 
the sound of the physician's carriage before they 
were aware, he rose abruptly, and left the taUe, 
and soon afterwards the noise of the horse's hoo& 
and of the wheels in the quadrangle, explained his 
sudden departure. 

^^ What if Mr. Holte should a third time save 
Miss Scarsdale's life ! " said iibe vicar. 

^ I pray Qoi. that it may be so. Oh, kow terrible 
a caknily to Sir Gruy I " 

^^ And if I mistake not," said the vicar, " to Lord 
Paidleborangh ? " 
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His dangbter made no veplj^ bat wiih a feminme 
intuition suggested^ " Did it ever occur to yon, ^Qter, 
to imagine why Mr. Hdte avoids Eying at Scars- 
dale, — ^whj he hafi refused Sir Guy's offers to place 
him in Parliament — and why he intends, notwithstandr 
ing his very varied experience and sympathies, to de- 
vote himsdf solely to medicine in a provincial town?" 

^^I have, at Sir Guy's suggestion, endeavoured 
to shake his resolution, my child. His plea is, that 
his &£her, when he was a boy, under ihe influence 
of his Puritan fiiith^ destined him to become a 
dhristian minister among the Nonconformists. His 
own convictions and experience interfered with the 
acfiomf^hment of this intention, which had almost 
the £arm of a vow. Though, therefore, his father 
has left him free to follow his own sense of duty, 
he conceives himself bound to adopt a profession 
dosdiy in harmony with his vow." 

'^ I hftve no doubt alsoj" said Helen, ^^ that in 
becoming a physician to ihe body, he will live the 
life of a confessor. But, dear &ther, ure there not 
4Bome ^her motives mixed with his resolution ? " 

-'^ None that I can discern, my daughter." 

^I have a vague suspicion tluit the romantic 
hardihood with which he has twice jrescoed Miss 
Scavsddb from most imminent, pearil, is a sign of an 
admiratiou for her, which he deems it his duty to 



I 



236 8CABSDAI& 

suppress. He will^ therefinre^ lesolniely exile him- 
self from her sodetj." 

^ That woold certainly add cogency to his motiyes 
for separating himself from all assodations with Sir 
Guy's family.** 

^ If I am right in my suspicions, no trial could 
be more severe to him, than that he should have 
charge of Miss Scarsdale in this terrible illness. I 
pray you therefore, dear fitther, to use every proper 
influence to secure a ddly visit firom the physician." 

^If needful, I will not &il to impress that on 
Sir Guy Scarsdale, on any obvious general grounds." 

When the physician had visited Miss Scarsdale 
he requested an interview with Sir Guy, who re- 
ceived him with a calm but grave manner, as one 
who would meet an evil fate with becoming dignity. 

"I regret to say fliat I find Miss Scarsdale is 
suffering firom continued fever, with a sudden and 
remarkable prostration of vital power, requiring the 
most constant attention." 

'^My domestic physician is a gentleman of such 
experience, that I have the utmost confidence the 
results of your daily consultations will be most dili- 
gently and skilfully executed." 

'* No doubt, if he felt himself equal to the task ; 
but he informs me that he is much exhausted by 
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attendance at all hours in a hamlet on your estate, 
which has been ravaged by tjphas; and he fears 
Miss Scarsdale might suffer from his weakness and 
loss of nerve." 

'* I will not venture to risk a life precious to me, 
a^ having twice been put to grave hazard for my 
daughter. Can you point out any mode of meeting 
the emergency ? " 

'^ Mr. Holte has suggested that I should submit 
to you the expediency of recalling M. Malvoisin 
from Scotland, and until he arrives, that I should 
spend every night at Scarsdale. I am quite disposed 
to do so, if that be in accordance with your own 
wishes." 

^'I am most grateful, and at once accept your 
generous offer. I have, however, no hope that 
M. Malvoisin can return, and I hesitate to make 
such a claim on his friendship." 

It was then about three o'clock. The physician 
left, promising to be back soon after ten o'clock, 
so as to visit his patient before midnight. Alice, 
as a trained nurse, was to spend the night in her 
mistress's room; the doctor was to be summoned 
fipom an adjoining room twice in the night ; he was 
to see his patient again in the morning with Mr. 
Holte, and then to leave her in his charge for the 
day. 
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Helen eagedy pressed her fiudier and Sir @«j9 
to permit her to attend Mks Searsdale dranng die 
dnj. Bat Sir Gaj resoliiielj forbade het; uid, 
at Mr. Holte's suggestion^ himself^ aided by hia 
honseke^r^ midertook this latter doty. Mr. Holte 
proposed to confine his visits to every fourth hoitr^ 
in Hie abaence o£ U» physidan. 

The vicar and his daughter^ from these arraiige- 
ments, perceived at once how critieal was the con- 
dition of Miss Scaradale. Mr. Hblte explained thi^ 
the hope of saving her Me depended mainly on the 
vigour of her constitutiany. and on ihe minute aoca- 
racy with which ihe remedial measures were exe- 
cuted. They left Scarsdale with heavy hearts. 

In all matters of feeling, women are infinitely more 
quick-witted tban men. They seize and combine 
with the swifiest intuition indications which escape 
masculine faculties. Thus, in the unrestrained firee- 
dom of their charming friendship. Miss HoUings- 
worth had come unawares, from time to time, an the 
traces of an anxiety for Mr* Oliver Holteiy which 
lurked deeply seated in Miss Scarsdale ; and, like . 
a remembrance or a presentiment of evil, trouUed 
her consdotisness with a sudden pang. Helen 
loved her friend too tenderly not to ponder what 
this could mean. She knew that for four years Oliver 
had, as Sir Guy's 'physician, been their constant 
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companion in travel. Two years ago,^ at the sonrce 
of the Garonne, while Sir Gci j was hinself engaged 
with a hrigandy Mr. Holte, by a prompt and dex- 
tennis act of gallsuitry, had rescued Miss Scarsdale. 
Sir Guj had written a ftdi account of this to tiie 
father^ expressing strongly Us sense of the manly 
bearing of his son. Helen observed that the colour 
fiided in Mins Scarsdale's che^ on the sli^itest 
aUnsian to this nieident. Then Mr. Holte's eager- 
ness to ran any risk to save Miss Scarsdale horn 
&e mob of niachine-43rea]cers on the day (d the 
attack on the Eagle Mill, tiiongh most gracefiJly 
acknowledged by her friendi^ was nev^*^ aUicded to 
without the recorrence dP the same ominons pallor* 
She was aware that OUver, declining to avail him- 
self of Sir Guy's friendship, even sought as early 
as possible to separate from his £eunily. She saw 
how steadily Sir Guy sought to bring the influence 
of the vicar, and of Oliver's' filler to second his 
own wish to give to his young friend's abiUty and 
high cultivation, a sphere of action more promisisg 
tiiaa that of a provincial physician. Miss Scarsdale 
evidently felt a grave anxiety for the success of this 
intetvention, though she took no part in it» This, 
too, was one of the subjects which, if even casually 
introduced, banished the radiant smile of youth and 
beauty from her face, and clouded it with the gloom 
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of care. What did this mean ? Helen asked. Why- 
did this sudden pang seize her friend's heart like 
a mortal spasm? Why, in this elastic nature, so 
fancy free, so gay, so instinct with a vigorous will, 
did the torpedo shock of a secret dread seem, now 
and then, to benumb her otherwise hopeful life ? 

She was too much troubled on account of her 
friend, not to observe Mr. Holte. His absence at 
Deerden, and subsequently at Assheton Manor, 
seemed welcome to him. These duties — attendance 
on tlie sick weavers — ^not un&equent consultations 
with her father, and with Barnabas, and Deloisir, 
on the condition of the weaving population, and 
brief visits to his own family absorbed his time. He 
was seldom or never at Scarsdale Hall. Did he 
avoid it ? His manner was habitually calm, cheer- 
ftd, without the slightest tinge of meflancholy. Her 
father spoke of him as a man of settled purpose. 
One in whom a resolution once deliberately taken, 
was not reviewed, but acted upon with an unswerving 
decision. These were the elements on which Miss 
Hollingsworth, thinking much and anxiously, came 
to the conplusion suggested by her to her father. 
She believed that Miss Scarsdale had become aware 
that she was the object of a hopeless attachment from 
her father's friend. She then divined the intense 
will which must have repressed the exhibition of 
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this affection^ so that even Sir Guy seemed to be 
quite unconscious of it, and that it had been chieflj 
revealed to Miss Scarsdale by Mr. Holte's chivalrous 
hardihood, combined with his resolution to separate 
himself from her father, to whom he had shown 
such devotion. 

The father and mother of Oliver have occupied 
the background of our picture of Lancashire life. 
They represented the link between the old yeomanry of 
the county with their not infrequent puritan faith, and 
the classes growing into wealth and power by manu- 
&cturing enterprise. To them the deep interest 
taken by Sir Guy Scarsdale in the education and 
career of flieir son was a subject of muningled grati- 
tude, for they had confidence in the generosity of 
Sir Guy's motives, as weU as in his wisdom. Their 
inclination, therefore, was to adopt his friendly sug- 
gestions, and to avail themselves of his aid to place 
their son in a position for which he was well fitted 
by education and habits of thought, and in which 
the fortune, accumulated by their patient enterprise 
and thrift, would enable him to persevere. They 
had, however, watched the growth of his intelligence 
and character, and they felt that the decision ought 
to be his own. They could not do more than make 
him aware that they were disposed to regard Sir 
Guy Scarsdale's suggestions with favow. 

VOL. m. 66 



# 



242 SCAR8DALE, 

On ihe day after the adventure in Scarsdale 
Ckmgli with dixe boll. Mistress Holte^ with. Ab 
3B0thed]r aolicitade ef a Laacaahire matron, sought 
01 personal interview with Miss Scaisdale. There 
.hong about die hall the peiil of this disaster, the 
mysterious appearance and precautions of the police, 
ttfae constant watch !in ike corridors, the courts, and 
in the wood. The worfiry dame sought admission 
io the yovmg lady c£ dHae sqnise. 

'^MifitresB Holte," said Mabel, jrisxDg eagerly, as 
Oliver's :mother was anmnmced to her in her bou- 
doir, ^you are very wdLcome; I long to have a 
chat with yon." 

** WeD-a-fday, my dear yonng lady, neither Mr. 
Holte nor I could dose our eyes, till the night was 
£ar ^nt, for dread. We were glad Oliver should be 
with Sir Guy.'' 

'' Your son is always prompt, brave^ and generous ; 
and if he would give my faiiher the satisfaction of 
promoting his fortunes in proportion to his merits 
and to our gratitude, he would afford us all a heart- 
felt gratification." 

^^His father and I think Sir Guy's plans as wise 
as ihey are kind ; but Oliver is more capable to judge 
than we are, for he has se^n more of life.'*' 

''Has he not the impression that you devoted him 
to the ministry of the Goqtel, and that he must fiiMl 
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that TOW — if Bot as a healer of the spixk, then as a 
phjsiciaa to the body? " 

^ Doubtless ; bat his fiitiier aajs, Chnst has xaims* 
iGSB and teaehers in evesy walk in life. Iliow CHtver 
cannot gainsay that ; but as nathless he wilk to take 
tUa huBftbler path» he may fear some femptaiion of 
Salaa if he were carried to an exceedmg high moon- 
taaa, or to a ^nnade of the ten^le." 

^ What/' Said Miss Scacsdale, in a low Toice— 
*^ what temptation. Mistress Holte, can he fear ? ** 

The tone of this qnea&)n canflel Mistress Holte to 
raise her eyes to Miss Scarsdale's face as she repEedy— > 
^He aaya he fears a worldly ambitioa, or an 
ttflrighteous and selfish presumptum." 

But the pallor of Misa Scarsdale's face dbocked the 

worthy matrimso mndi, that she rose instandy from he^ 

aeatf and approaching her hastily but tenderly, said, — 

'^ Ah, weU-arday I that terrible bull I You are not 

yet well, my dear yoimg lady ! " 

la hck, Mabel resorted to her vmaigr^ttef while 
Mistress Holte dipped a muslin handkerchief in eaii- 
de-^ologne, and applied it to her temples. 

** Truly, dear Mrs. Holte," said Mabel, by ai»l by 
recovering, " the ey^its of yesterday have somewhat 
unnerved me. But let me say," she added, with her 
hand strongly tightening its graq> on Mrs. Holte's 
caressing palm, ^'I too have some right to assert 
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an interest in your son. He has twice saved my 
life ; he will make me happier, if he will let my father 
and Lord Pendleborough place him in the position 
for which he is fitted by natural gifts and accom- 
plishments." 

^^ Lord Pendleborough has seen my husband, and 
has urged his strong belief that Oliver is well fitted 
for success in public life, and has promised that 
nothing shall be wanting on his part to put him 
forward." 

'^That, I fear, has not shaken your son's reso- 
lution." 

** On the contrary. Miss Scarsdale, Oliver sought 
out Lord Pendleborough and thanked him heartily, 
but told him that it was his fixed resolution to devote 
some years to the work of a physician among the 
poor of a great trading town, until he had satisfied 
his conscience that any other path was safely open 
to him." 

The worthy matron was surprised when the beau- 
tiful young lady, of whose courtly manners she 
stood somewhat in awe, drew her towards her on 
the sofa, and kissing her with an emotion which 
betrayed itself in her moistened eyes, said, — 

**You have a noble and generous man for your 
son ; let us not doubt that in satisfying his conscience 
he will find an enduring happiness. But events 
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march quickly past our will; and let us hope, that 
IIS God's will is manifested, your son may gratify us 
all, by accepting my father's and Lord Pendle- 
borough's advice and aid." 

Mrs. Holte was not prepared for such emotion or 
tenderness in the spirited and courtly yoimg lady, 
whose beauty and charms radiated from her to awe 
as well as to attract. The devotion of Lord Pendle- 
borough, though cloaked in his almost austere 
manners, and in the reserve which he had imposed 
upon himself, was so marked by slight acts of a 
constant homage, that all the dependants of the 
family accounted him the suitor of Miss Scarsdale. 
None conceived that a man of his remarkable pre- 
sence and vast possessions would fail in such a suit, 
when he possessed the friendship of the father^ and 
had long enjoyed the intimacy of the daughter. To 
Mrs. Holte, therefore, nothing could be more natural 
than that Lord Pendleborough should seek to fulfil 
the grateful wishes of perhaps his affianced mistress. 
Why, then, this trouble? Would Miss Scarsdale's 
marriage to Lord Pendleborough remove any ob- 
stacle to her son's entrance on a parliamentary 
career ? How so ? These thoughts flashed through 
Mrs.Holte's mind astshe received the tender em- 
brace and the kiss from Miss Scarsdale, as from a 
daughter to a mother. 
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The funmier of MabePa life was dimHog above 
her IfeomcA everj day in wider cirdes of fir^ like 
the path of the sun comyerting the polar winter 
darkness into light Under the new power, emo- 
tions hitherto controlled bj a maidenly reserve, by 
a fine instinct sustained by a quick and vigorous 
will^ asserted their power, breaking the bonds by 
which they were, held. The de^ fountain of a 
woman's sympathies welled forth — to the poor, to 
ihe gentle friendship for her sweet friend Helen, to 
new emotions such as she had never known. What 
meant this painfotl anxiety for Oliver Holte's haj^i- 
ness ? What was this agonizing thought that TjOtA 
Pendleborough would rashly spend his life to wm 
her love ? 

The matrcHi and her beautiftd young lady sat 
some time in silence, till Miss HoUingsworth came 
in to invite Mabel to a walk in the garden court wMi 
the duchess. What happened there has been related 
IB & previous ch^ter. 
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CHAPTER VIIL 

THE TAMING OF THE EEBNB» IN THE GLSNS OF 

DUNKEBBON. 

The agent whom Lord Pendleborough had selected 
for the management of his Irish estates was an 
Engineer offica*, the cadet of an English fieunily of 
dtstincticai^ whom he had met in Paris^ There liiis 
gentleman occupied the leisure affi[>rded by peace and 
half-pay in the study of strategy and fortification*. 
He had vidited the diief battle-fields and fi^rtresses of 
Europe. He had also profi>undIy interested himself in. 
Ihe great social reTiolutions accomplished by Haxdj»b> 
berg,, and in the different systems of the tenure and 
descent of property, and of its cultivation. These 
latter pursuits had naturally brought him into the 
society of Malvoiffln, and there he had met Lood 
Pendleborou^ and Sir Guy Scarsdale, about a year 
and a half before the opening of our narratiye.. Afbar 
some months' acquaintance. Lord' Peodleboron^i, 
having first consulted Sir Guy Scaradale, proposed 
to Major Piers Harcourt that he dboold undertake 
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the direction of the measures of improvement by 
which Lord Pendleborough intended to transform his 
Irish property. 

Major Harcourt had now been one year resident 
in Kerry. During this time he had been chiefly 
engaged in collecting information, ascertaining upon 
whom he could depend for aid in the promotion of 
the changes which were to be introduced, making 
himself familiar with the character and habits of the 
people, with their prejudices, superstitions, and the 
social or national feelings likely in any way to 
embarrass his operations. He found formidable 
obstacles to the plans which were contemplated, and 
these he had regularly communicated to Lord Pendle- 
borough in systematic reports during the year. 
These exact and comprehensive docimients had been 
submitted to Malvoisin, and had been the subject of 
anxious discussion. Harcourt strongly urged that 
the first steps of these improvements should be intro- 
duced by Lord Pendleborough in person. He relied 
on the influence of the traditional homage to his 
name, and on the efiect of personal manifestations of 
sympathy on the impressionable Celtic race. He 
thought that the proofs of such interest in their 
welfare would affect the imagination and hearts of 
the cottiers, who would be inaccessible to the most 
demonstrative facts and reasoning. When, therefore 
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the catastrophe of the assassination of his Scotch 
&rmer occurred. Lord Pendleborough wds prepared 
by a long train of preceding inquiry and deUberation 
for immediate action, and he left Scarsdale without 
delay for Kerry. 

His yacht, which had been lying in the Mersey, 
floated with the tide to sea, on the night on which 
he bade adieu to his friends ; and in a few days he 
entered the harbour of Valentia, and proceeded at 
once to his castle, between the Inveragh and Dun- 
kerron mountains. A fortnight elapsed before even 
brief tidings of his successM voyage reached Scars- 
dale. About a week later, a letter from Harcourt to 
Malvoisin gave the following account of the first 
steps : — 

** I calculated pretty accurately the period of Lord 
Pendleborougji's voyage, and I had only to wait one 
night in Cahirciveen. As soon as he put foot on 
shore, he sprang into his saddle, and we rode across 
the Inveragh and the valley of the Liny to the slopes 
of the Dunkerron, and reached the castle about an 
hour after sunset. He seems to have a frame of iron ; 
for even before taking any refreshment he would 
visit every principal room. He seemed both sur- 
prised at the lavish outlay on this immense pile, and 
full of regret that the revenues of the property had 
not been used for objects more allied to the well- 
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being of ilie tenantry* It was half-past dgjbit befooe; 
we sat down to dinner* As soon as we were alone^ 
he phomed the wod: of &e folfewing day. At fiiEs 
o'clock the following morning he had break£EMited* 
He was dressed in a plain velvet shooting suit. Hie 
would have no attendant l^ut a ^ spalpeen^! whom I 
selected to show him the way. With » loaded 
bamboo as his only apparent weapon, IwEt alao wdQ: 
provided with a brace of double-barrelled pistok^ her 
left the castle on foot soon afier five o'clock, to ascend, 
a wild gl^Qi in which live many of the near relati'vies 
of his new tenants in Canada. His- intention waa tos 
enter thear cabins aione, to read to the3n< aeeonnta of 
the condition of the absent members of their fiunilies, 
to make himself personally familiar with the state: of 
each h(^sehold^ and by such intereourBe to lead them 
to rely on his wisdom and generosity. I have sinoe 
learned that he took them all by sorpriae. His 
handsome figure, fearless bearing, firank^yet dignified 
demeanour,^ and the confidence with which lie came 
amoi^ them luiatteDded, appealed iEreriBtiWy to some 
of their higher sentimentsi. 

'^But this vigoroias and bcv^e krd of these 
wretched serfs sat down ia a mraeraUe cabin, in the 
smoke and dirt, surroondsd by the wild, unkemmed 
kernes, who crowded around him, and at tho door, with 
an insatiable curiosity. He dsew out letters fi*om his 
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Ghnadiian ageot, descriliing exactlj idiat had been 
done fer tlie ^nigrants^ and their position and pro- 
spects. He gKTe them firanKar anecdote? of tixe 
adrestares and snecesses of mdrnduals^ intezsp^irad 
with traits of personal character^ some hnmorens 
and some pathetic. By degrees, the ciraning of the 
half-ouikwed savage yielded to this sympathetic 
mtercoorse* It appeaared that fetters had been re- 
ceived, <£Gtated by their absent rekti^ns, which had 
been read for them by a hedge schoolmaster. Lovd 
Pfflidlebosroiig^'s statements came only in confirmation 
of what ihey knew &£ the condition of their fri^ids^ 
He, however, explained to them in simple language 
his whole seheme, and described what he hoped 
w^d be the position of his bish emigrants in three 
or foar years. From a plan dnd picture of the log- 
hoQses and farm buildings already built, he diowed 
iJtem the use of erery room, and of every separate 
str^cture;r A day^s work fer a backwoodfiHran was 
describeA — in his first year, — ^m his seccmd ycsar, — 
and in subsequent periods. He gave them accoiimtiB 
of the sledge jomineys in winter, of the trapping of 
wild animals, the poisc^ng of the wolves, the hat- 
ing of the deer and buffalo, the ^bees^ fermotoai 
assistance. 

^The erowd had become so great, early in his 
narrative, that he had foimd it necessaary to sit at liie 
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door of the cabin^ and the half-savage cottiers from 
the whole of the glen hurried thither. He formed 
them into a circle^ round which they sat on the 
ground^ on their haunches — eager^ from genuine con- 
cern for their absent relations^ to hear all that their 
lord had to tell them. 

"Towards noon. Lord Pendleborough asked the 
mistress of the cabin if he might join their meal ; and 
half an hour after, a smoking bowl of potatoes, with 
pieces of bacon in honour of his visit, was set before 
him, with many hearty, if homely apologies. He 
made a meal before them all, and, giving a handsome 
largess to the dame, proceeded to visit every cabin in 
the glen, followed in his whole route by the respect- 
ful, if ragged and noisy crowd. As there are two 
hundred of these wretched cabins in this glen alone, 
it was twilight before this work was done. Then, 
refusing any escort, and accompanied only by the 
'spalpeen,' he walked six miles back to the castle, 
arriving just in time to dress for an eight o'clock 
dinner. 

**In four succeeding days Lord Pendleborough 
visited four other glens, from each of which some 
emigrants had gone to his Canadian estates, though 
fewer than from that which he first visited. The day 
was in each case spent in a very similar manner to 
that already described, varied, of course, by incidents 
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characteristic of each glen, too numerous for this 
sketch. The effect of these visits has been to pro- 
duce a conviction that their lord has taken great 
personal pains to secure the well-being of those who 
entrusted their fortunes to him in Canada. Lord 
Pendleborough has been very careful to avoid any 
hint that he is disposed to promote further emigra- 
tion. Even to such applications as were made to 
him, he has replied that he will make due inquiries 
as to the motives, capacity, and character of those 
who are desirous to join their friends. The suspicion 
that he has come hither to clear the land, or simply 
to detect and punish the assassins of Mac Yie, will be 
lulled. At present, it is still rampant But the 
complete occupation of Lord Pendleborough's time in 
these visits to the cottier tenantry of the glens — ^his 
fearless bearing — the total absence of all apparent 
precautions for his personal safety — ^his reliance on 
their loyalty to his family — ^their gratitude for his 
help to their relatives — and the proofs of personal 
sympathy as to their condition — ^have produced a 
sbgnlar ferment in their excitable temperaments. 
: ** On two other days Lord Pendleborough has 
been on horseback with me. We have taken a 
general survey of the whole property, and he has 
called upon each of the Catholic priests, has sat an 
hour with them, and left an ample sum to be 
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rf""*^^ in Haahrtij dodd^g, and 

llie mdL during die ^f"«"g viMiec. We IniTe 

eroy evening in die levieir^ m deftaB, of die 

wUdi are to be carried kito inBpnrtMi. Untfl next 

wedc LoKd FoidlebQfoi^ has poalponed soaw acte 

of a Terj ^ffiarent diaiacter, far wUdi he ia ok- 

Tioad J prcfariag hinifdif, by tbe infimwdan wbidb. 

I can ghre bini^ and bj bia j^yaie aHumiifticatiflPS 

widi die police — die bead of wbkb fciee ia beee 

eveiy ni^ifc lor a coiqple of bears. But jedewiay 

was Snndajj and be waited to aaccartein wbai tibe 

prieite wonU aay to dieir JBocka froon die altar. I 

bave bad a rqport frou each chqpd. The ikk to 

each of their reyerencea, and the pawonat explann- 

tiona made to ^hem, had conciliated their good-wilU 

and every address recommeoded confidoaoe in Lord 

Pendleborongh, and congratnlated the peasai^zy on 

his viait to his great ancestral estates" 

There was also a laief lett^ from Lord Fendle- 
borough to Sir Guy Scarsdale^ in which he aaid that 
he fonnd the condition of the cottiers in die glena of 
the DnnkerroA and Inyeragh as low as anytlmig 
which he had seen in Poland or Rnssia, bat that be 
saw no difficulties in the execution of his plans whidk 
were not to be surmounted by patient persererance, 
si^acity, and vigour. 
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Ten days elaftsed befeore any other communications 
wsxB jsaonredL Then a tetter to Malvoifiin &om 
HflDPCourt arziTBd^ of which the Allowing is an 
^extract ^—* 

"One o£ theaaost difficult things to be done here 
is to gci^ple with the conspiracy to com^rt occupa- 
tion, witibi jrent and servioe, into possessicm with or 
without those accessories. The work of the secret 
societies lias been filK>wn in the death of Mac V ie^ 
juid in .the xcfusal of either rent or service by some 
desperate outlaws. The information of the police 
cuncides with my own^ timt this conspiracy against 
teat h«i its oriffn, or waa mainly fofltered, by a man 
who inhabits a solitary bouse in one of the wildest 
recesses of the Dunkemm mountains. He is known 
to ceonbine the respectable vocations of cattle-stealer^ 
whkky-stillec, and poacher. Upon circumstantial 
evidence^ he is suspected of encouraging the resist- 
ance io any jchange of ocd^ation, and to the pay- 
ment of rent and service. The suspicions of the 
police point to him as either an active member of the 
secret society by whose orders Mac Vie perished, or 
at least as a main .source of information by which it 
is ^guided* This man is the son of a hedge school- 
master, who 'discovered «iid worked a mine in the 
wildest £len of iiie Dunkemm. Since liis father's 
death, ten years ago, this xaffian Jias paid no rent 
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either for Ids monntain 'holding' or for the mine. 
The agents of the property have been intimidated by 
anonymous letters^ by malicious injuries to their 
stocky and by the fierce^ resolute bearing of this 
daring outlaw^ who never appears at market without 
the stock of a horse-pistol ostentatiously protruding 
from his £rieze coat. The den of this rascal is at ten 
miles' distance from the castle^ and he lives there 
with two miners^ who work his lode^ and two shep- 
herds^ all equally fierce outlaws with himsel£ Lord 
Pendleborough had obtained from the head of the 
police very accurate and minute information of the 
habits of this wild household, and I had shown him 
the lower part of the glen during one of our rides. 
It was the custom of Patrick Macguire to attend a 
fair at Kenmare^ with a faction party of hill farmers 
and shepherds, and by routes purposely varied to 
return across the Dunkerron in the night As this 
fair came oflf four days ago. Lord Pendleborough laid 
his plans accordingly. 

"He started alone from the castle in the night, 
rode five miles by a route with which he had become 
familiar, to a police station in the valley, near the 
mouth of the glen. Here he left his horse, and 
thence, still alone, he fi)llowed the wild road by the 
side, of the torrent, through the hamlets of cabins, 
which extended two miles up the ravine ; and then. 
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leaving them behind him^ penetrated three other 
miles^ concealed by a singularly dark nighty into the 
desolate and bare region from which the stream fell 
among the wild recesses of the Dunkerron. With 
the first gleams of dawn he was able to recognize the 
hut of the outlaw^ and to steals with the practised 
skill of a deer-stalker, to a rock, where he lay con- 
cealed in the heather, and whence he could watch 
tiie proceedings of the household. 

** A more savage scene of rock, torrent, and desolate^ 
heathery mountain steeps, it is scarcely possible to 
imagine. Here Lord Pendleborough lay an hour, 
without a sign of any living thing. Then, from the 
cleft of a narrow dell, through which the stream 
chafed, he saw a man, on a strong and active hill 
pony, emerge, approach the house, dismount, place 
his nag in a shieling, and then enter the hut. After 
the interval of half-an-hour, two men issued with 
* picks' on their shoulders, and wandered up the 
glen. They were scarcely out of sight ere two 
others, each eating a hunch of bread, and taking a 
pull at a whisky flask, separated at the door, and 
climbed the steep slopes on opposite sides. These 
were the shepherds. In half an hour they also were 
out of sight. Lord Pendleborough waited yet 
awhile, but perceiving no other sign, he cautiously 
made a circuit, and stole to the house. He listened 
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at the door. There were no footsteps. There ims 
BO o&er noise irMim, except a sonnd like a low 
moan. Tlinni^h a narrow window, in the wall of 
ron^ boldera, he could see the ligbt of a tnrf fire 
in the gloom of the intmor. BEe went ronnd to the 
ba^ of the hat, and to the ontbvildings. There was 
no other entranee. He conld make oat nothing of 
the interior by peering into anodier narrow window. 
There was bat one opening m the roof, and from that 
the SBK^e <if the torf fire ksned. Forming his own 
deductions firom these observations, he again <»ii- 
tioiislj approached, and listened at flie door. All was 
jet still — no motion within — ^no sound but the dull 
moan, which, hj comparing it with his own l»*eatliii^, 
he made out to be the snoring of a man ade^ near 
the fii^ He he»tated no longer, but slowly and 
cautiously op^ied the door, wide enough to cre^ 
into the hut. 

^It was lighted only by the rode and scanty opening 
of the win(kw, and the glimmer of a turf fire. But 
this ^eam, with that firom the half-opened door, 
showed him the large firame of the outlaw, in a fiieze 
coat, stretched in a deep slumber on a sac^, thrown 
on some heaths in a comer of the rocHn. From 
habit, the rujBian's hand had been on his borse-pistol, 
the c^tock of which protruded firom the pocket of his 
coat, bat, oppressed with fiitigue, the hand had fiilien 
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SmoL tins posUaon. Lord Pendlelxnrcm^'s quick 
glaoee mt imoe peredlTed this, and advanctng 
^idthily, he mthdrew the weapon witboat awakeib- 
ing bis antagomst, who snored loudly. He thrust 
the pistol into his own pocket, opened the entrance 
widely^ and :seatiAg himself cm a ihree4egged stool, 
80 that the light might £dl full upon his person, he 
gave the oudaw two or three pok^ wiih his bamboo^ 
and roused him firom his sleq). The ruffian sat up 
in Jits bed, staring wilh ikstonishment on his visitor, 
whom, from populiur report, he at once recognized as 
his lord. LiYoimrtaiay, his right h«d sought his 
pi^l in the pocket of his frieze coat, and he waa 
daunted when he found it gone. Ere he could 
recover from his surprise. Lord PendlebcKrough said, 

*^ ^ Macguire, I am come in person to settle a long 
. account wiih you. Pay me at <mce the rents which 
you owe, or get up and go with me to gaoL' 

^^ The answer to this was a fierce rush at Lord 
Pfflidleborough, who, thoroughly on his guards had 
risen as he spoke, and xk>w met the onslaught by so 
rade a thrust with his bamboo into the stomach of 
his assailant that he was mstantly doubled up, and, 
be&re he could recover, was slightly stunned by a 
hkrw on ihe side of the head. Before he was sensible, 
Xioni Pendleborough tied him hand and foot, and 
enveksfsng him in &e sad: which lay on the heather, 
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<ff dit» wild ^eiiy widb liss YkTM k wi scmd te ibe 
idddle </ Ilk ovrn fODT, lOBBaiestBd froHi the 
ImU OD the lulfau Bdow dns, Inmleis of 
ioeceeded eadi otiier, and Aea the rtraggKag rtmci 
of a rOhgt of eottierL Loid Pendleboroi^ had 
mmUtd ihst die police dioald take no prec auti ons 
Sj^unft a refcae^ lot the moral effect of his personal 
mid unaided capture of this ontlair should he im- 
paired* A great excitement soon prerailed. The- 
fierce teatures of ilacguire were recognized, pro- 
truding from the sack. A few days before. Lord 
Pendleborongh had purposely ridden through these 

• 

gr^mps of cabins^ and visited some of them. He 
was^ therefore^ well known. The wild kernes rushed 
from their huts^ summoned by familiar outcries, but 
though Macguire uttered loud and fierce appeals, and 
the crowd gathered in tumultuous throngs^ yet, when 
Lord Pcndleborough stopped occasionally, and warned 
them that no one could be permitted to approach. 
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they hesitated to answer the appeal for a rescue 
which would bring them into personal collision with 
their lord. He had no weapon but his bamboo^ but 
there was something in the calm^ stem vigour of the 
man^ together with the antecedents of the preceding 
fortnight, the fame of which was in every mouth, 
that overawed and subdued them. 

" The position was, however, most perilous. I had 
impressed, from time to time, on Lord Pendleborough, 
the danger which he ran, in his soHtary visits, from 
the excitable character of the population. Of his 
plan for the conduct of this midnight expedition, 
I knew no details. All he had said was, that he 
would quell the ruffian in his den. In our ride in the 
glen, I had, however, pointed out one hamlet, near 
the mouth, which was reputed to be the abode of men 
who were in the Peep-o'-day plot, and might have 
been accomplices in the murder of Mac Vie. The 
most dreaded of these desperadoes was a fellow with 
one eye. The chief of the police confirmed my 
warnings of the influence which this wretch had 
on the tenantry of the glen, and of his reckless 
character. 

" Turning, from time to time, to keep the yelling 
crowd at bay. Lord Pendleborough had passed 
through four miles of the glen. There was still 
more than a mile to the police-station, when he saw 
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two wild, half-naked slqia of lads running at the toj^ 
of their ^eed down the road towards the hamlet^ of 
the character of whidi I had warned him. As. he 
approached it the exatemcnt of the crowd became 
f earfiiL Th^ answered tiie screams of Macgoire hj 
frantic gesticulations^ brandishix^ their shillehha in 
the air^ and dancing,^ as though to lash themselves 
into firenzj. But a wild, fierce yeU of wrath and 
vengeance hn^ from the wh(^ mass,, as a oae-ejjred 
man came fix>m a haty with a horse-pistol in his hand^ 
and advanced cooUj and steadiljr to meei Lord 
F^idleboroagki^ who was driving tiie pony befiore 
him with his bamboo. £Bs prisoner and the beast 
formed a screen, over which it was difficult to fire, 
with the crowd only a few yards behind,, without 
more risk o£ killing one of tlie peasantry than him- 
self. With this advantage. Lord Pendlebosough 
walked steadily on till he was within six paces of his; 
opponent, when, rushing past the pony, he struck the 
pistol from his grasp with so severe a blow &om his 
loaded bamboo, that he broke the belies of the hand ; 
whilst the wretch was writhing with the agony, he 
hit him heavily on the back of the neck, and tuxdbkd 
him into tiie brook* 

" The excitement of tibe mob was so wild^ that it was 
necessary for a moment to turn upon them. Lord 
Pendleborough walked cahnly towards them, and, as 
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he advancedji they paused^ and evea retired some 
paces. The frantic gestures and yells became le^s 
menacing^ and they seemed to recov^^ in some 
degree, iheir self-possession^ in the presence of this 
grand courage. 

'^ I cannot^ howeyer, conceive that this £renzy conld 
have beea thus kept in control many minutes long^. 
ProhaUy it would ere this have broken out into an 
ungpyemable fbry^ if some of the more respectable 
cottiers, whose cabins Lord Pendleborough had 
Tkited with me «m^ days before, hitd not exerted 
themselyes to calm and restrain the tumuli. E^ht 
or ten of these wild, but honeai men^ seemed to have 
been made friends by the fitmiliar talk in their huts. 
They had gathered into a group, and with courage 
and decision stopped every attempt to make a rush 
to rescue the captive. Contrary*^ however^ to Lord 
PendlebcHrough's &s:pre8s commands, the chi^ o£ the 
polifie had ordered some of his men to creep in the 
night into the cabin of a man,^ who had be^a placed 
in the hamlet as a watch on the suspected members 
of the Peep-o'-day*Boys' fioL At this junctures 
Lord Pendleboroa^ was surprised to see the crowd 
fSalter and retire some paces witha loud ahoat, and to 
find himself,, a m(»Dent later, surrounded by ten 
policemen, armed with carbine% cutlasses^ and pistols. 
Between this group and the discomfited rout c^ the 
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mob) remained a dozen stalwart fellows^ who had 
exerted themselves for his protection. 

'* Having first directed the attention of the police 
to Mahoney, who lay stunned on some holders at the 
edge of the torrent. Lord Pendleborough advanced, 
with a smile of thanks and an extended hand, to the 
men who had voluntarily become his body-guard. 
He thanked them heartily, and sitting on a rock, by 
the side of the road, at once inquired their names, 
and entered them in his pocket-book. 

" He discovered that they corresponded with a list 
of the most peaceable, industrious, and thriving of 
the tenantry with which he had been furnished. He, 
however, observed about an equal number of this list 
had remained at home in their cabins. To the group 
before him, he at once explained that it was his inten- 
tion, at the same time that he enforced the observance 
of all legal obligations, to make great improvements 
in the glen. He briefly stated, that he had decided 
to provide labour and wages during the ensuing 
winter for the entire population, by making a good 
road through the ravine — by enclosing fields with 
stone walls for pasture, meadow-land, and tillage; 
and by building better dwellings. He therefore 
directed them, together with the other men in his 
list who had not left their cabins, to be at the castle 
in the morning, when he would explain to them his 
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plans in detail. Then giving them each a small 
present of money for their help, he sent them back 
to the mob, who crowded round them, with eager 
curiosity as to the results of their interview. 

** While this conference was in progress the police 
remained stationary, but another party of constables 
had made a swoop into the hamlet of cabins in which 
the suspected members of the Peep-o'day-Boys* 
Association lived, and had taken five men, who had 
long obstinately refased to pay rent, and against 
whom warrants of ejectment and outlawry had been 
issued. Their huts were at once unroofed, the cabin 
walls thrown down, and the furniture seized ; but 
the families were carried away in carts to a sort of 
hospital, which had been made in an^old barrack, 
close to the police station. Lord Pendleborough 
stood by, and personally directed these measures of 
rigour. Then, while the police was placmg the 
families and their poor effects in the carts, amidst the 
wild wailing of the women and the screams of the 
children, he entered some of the cabins of the better- 
disposed tenantry pointed out to him by the police, 
and there again briefly explained, that, while by 
these acts he was determined to rebuke disorder and 
vindicate the law, he intended to protect and en- 
courage the industrious and well-disposed. He 
invited two men from this hamlet also, to come to 



die castle en the monraw, to bar an 
Ills fnt ii Btim i n 

'' Tke whcAe ereote of the nwrwin^ eoBkbined wkk 
those of the jveceding fortnig^ wexe wdl aifa|ilffd to 
move the excitable bnagmaiifliiB of theae batf«ivage 
tenants €£ the gkn. The fomeni every wbexe bor- 
dered on firenzy^ and time alone coold sabdne it to 
reaaoiu Thej were in the bands of a rsmivift man^ 
whose generosi^ was not akin to feaor^ and was, 
therefore^ no bribe to procure peace and safamianoiL 
The ignonunioas way in wbiek the diamqpioii of Ae 
anti-reDt party had been^ witb a strange hardihood^ 
paraded as a captiye down four nuIeB of the gle& — 
surprised and bonnd like a wild beai^ in his own 
honse^ and withont the aid of the pcdioe tied hke a 
calf on his own nag^ and driven past the cabins of 
bis confisderates^ had first stunned^ th^i maddenedt^ 
and now subdued them. With such a h»rd who eonid 
striye? If he were cmel^ ihey must suffer^ and 
watch for their opportunity. If he were ra^ and 
inc(«siderafce^ what could ihey de against suck deler- 
minati(Hi and power ? They wailed loudly at tbe 
tbou^t. But he might be merdftf^ — efvesL gracious 
and wise. So thought the group with wbcMm IxMrd 
Fendleborougfa had ccHiversed^ and as they wandered 
up the glen taUing widi tumultuous throngs of half 
frenzied men, some part of thdr confidence was 
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inspired into mdividitak smong the nmssL Agitated^ 
distressed, md full of strange saspidkmsi, the rest 
sp«it the daj in YodUerotts wrss^cs> wUeh h& 
them when night fell toiBKBted with mingled appre> 
hension^ ajiger> and sullen projects of reircBgew Some 
had^ doubfless^ also crept away to secret rendearoas^ 

'^Meanwhile^ Lord Pendleboroc^ spent a great part 
of ihe day in persoaaUy superintending the arrange^ 
meats ^nade by the polkse in the barrack fixr the 
famiiiies whose huts had be^i dieaBsntled. Here I 
joined him^ and in tibe evening we rode back to die< 
casde*^ perceiving everywhere^ id the five mHes c^ 
oar xoote^ that the wlufe coontry was in a state of 
excitement with the events oi the day. Whether Uk 
iBtknidate by a palpable sign: of an extcssive com- 
bination, or to assemble some sudden meetiiig of tha 
ccMDspirators^ I know not ; but at eight o'do<^^beacoBft 
blazed out strnxdlaneoiisly cm hidf-ft-doBea peaks of 
the Dudkerroii and Inrreraghr and <aB two great 
heathery dopes, on opposite sides ef the valley of ii» 
hmj by some unknowB eombinatioiit were fired larger 
cirdes of heath, which mnsi have been cut for tiie 
purpose in the twiUgiit. 

^ Our plana had been taken deliberatdy, and Lord 
Pcsidleborougfa had executed Aem wi& woidfirfnl 
daring and skiU ; but it was clear that the kaders of 
the ecmspiracy, though taken by SDri»rise, were not 
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daunted. Twenty of the twenty-five men invited from 
the glen^ appeared at the castle on the ensuing day. 
But it appeared that attempts had been made to fire the 
thatch of every man who had interfered to defend Lord 
Pendleborongh by thmsting a burning turf into the 
windward side. In only two instances was the thatch 
dry enough to ignite^ and in both these the roofs of 
the huts were destroyed. The police had at once 
removed the families^ and their efiects to the barrack. 

" Lord Pendleborongh had provided a substantial 
meal for his visitors in the servants' halL When 
they had warmed themselves with this hospitality, 
and a glass of hot whisky toddy, he explained in 
simple language his plans. 

*^ He intended to make a well planned and firm road 
up the glen. To create twenty-five hill farms, each 
with a decent new house, cattle sheds and barn, and 
a cottage for a labourer's family. Thus fifty families, 
out of the hundred and fifty inhabiting the ravine, 
would be better provided for. He intended to deve- 
lope the working of the mine, and to proceed to 
enclose large sheep pastures on the mountains. 
There would likewise be labour in works of drainage, 
and in the clearing of land from stone, scrub, and 
heather. For all these works, he intended that 
regular wages should be paid at fair rates for piece 
work ; but from these wages, which would be settled 
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every weekj he would deduct instalments until, with 

the exception of cases of misfortune, all arrears of 

• 

rent were repaid, ^e would not dispossess any con- 
acre tenants, who faithftdly fulfilled their engage- 
ments, unless men of enterprise and vigour desired to 
push their fortunes in Canada. Then, if they had 
not been convicted of crime, and had given proofs of 
steady industry in carrying out these improvements, 
he would, as a reward for such qualities and services, 
give them the same chance of bettering their condition 
as those already settled in Canada. For the twenty- 
five new hill farms, he would select those men whose 
previous character, conduct and fidelity, in the dis- 
charge of their engagements, had given him the 
greatest degree of confidence. He only re&ained, 
he said, from naming them at once, lest, till the excite- 
ment of the people had somewhat calmed, they should 
become objects of suspicion or malicious injury. 

** After a long conversation on all these topics. Lord 
Pendleborough took his guests over the castle, and 
showed them everything in it which was a subject of 
interest. He kept them to an early dinner, and then 
walked with them through the grounds. Then, 
amply compensating the men whose cabins had been 
destroyed, and sending a winter cloak to each, of 
their wives, he dismissed them, full of wonder, to 
spread then: story through the glen. 
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A simiiiir pert j from oftch of the o&er gkas of tfe 
2>iaikecr(Ni» wad made ooaresponding eKpia&atioiis to 
<eftdi J giving them a TOcej^aon Vke £bat idiidk I jm^e 
described ; and Bending them iioiae iigkalel, but witii 
a dawn of confidence in the wisdom aad kindness of 
his iatentmis. TliiswodLlias conssmeda week^and 
lias kept us within' fbe cixcak of ihe casde and its 
pinciBots. I am glad <£ thisp Jbr I kave atarmh^ 
inteffigenoe of tbe actiFiiy of the jsecret aedieties. 
Tlie fires liaTe beenlr^eatedmghtly on thesarEoand- 
ing peaks, and the ciicks of l^bt gkiw saddadij where 
they ane least expected on the moastain ak>pes. No 
yigibmee of the police penetrates the secret of ihoBe 
mancenvres. We shall^ bowever, at once commeikce 
the formation <^one of the roads, and tbe building «f 
two homesteads in one glen near a police stati<m^ 
whence onr first operations can be protected. Fer 
this ficst step, I have, daring Ae week, organized two 
strong gangs of laboureocs on whom I can depend, who 
will work, one in quarrying and carrying stone Sx 
the £arm bnildingB aiKl a bridge, and the other in 
cuttmg the road, Masting rocks, breaking stone, and 
preparing the foundations of the bridge and the 
iEumstead* In a few days more I expect to have a 
ibird gai^ at work, walling in the eiwlosures. Each 
gang consists of twenty-fire men and a foreman* and 
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as ra^dlj ms I can, I shall organize oiiiers. I sball, 
iketebre, be too basy to write soon, or to saj 
moch. We duJl know ere long whetiier Lord 
Baodleboroi^ lias broken the neck of this desperate 
oonspiracj or not.^ 

Tlie letter :firoin Lord Pendldborois^ to Sir Ghiy 
Scarsdale was yeiy brie£ He had, he saki, got into 
the heart of his work. He had graced widi the 
glens first, because tlieir popolation was most lawless 
and miaeraUe. As soon as his plans were in sacoess- 
fal operation in every glen, he would <x)mmence tiie 
improvanent of the coltiyation of the yaUey. E^ 
however, doubted whether Haroonrt woold not have 
as much in his hands in tiie ^eDs dnrmg the ensuing 
winter as he could prc^erly soperiatend. He con- 
ceived, therefore, tiiat the works in iiie Tallej would 
have to be postponed to ano&er year. 

October had passed away since Lord Poilleboroa^ 
left Scarsdale, butDeeember had arrived before other 
tidings were reooved. Harcouit's letter sketched in 
briefer terms Aar ppoceedingB lince Us last account. 
He had first orgaamed thiwe gangs of workmen in £he 
glen which was the scene of Lord Peodleborough^s 
Cloture of the outlaw. These gangs iiad gradually 
been dev'doped into fomr, iatdudrng <me hundred 
men. In the ^en which Lonl Pendleborough had 
vimted the day after his arrival, little difficulty was 
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experienced in forming five gangs in the coarse of a 
fortnight Four other glens had each four gangs of 
twenty-fire men. Harcoort visited one of the glens 
daily without notice^ and often by circuitous routes^ 
always well armed> and sometimes attended by one or 
two men on horseback. He was always back at the 
castle before four o'clock in the afternoon. 

Lord Pendleborough had given a supper at the 
Castle to the workmen from each glen in separate 
parties, and had familiarly explained his plans to 
them. To men who worked with zeal^ or who were 
promoted to situations of trusty he had remitted part 
of their arrears, and had directed Harcoort to pro- 
ceed with such remissions as a reward for good 
service. As the works advanced, the assertion of 
the rights of property became more and more ap- 
parent, by an exercise of them, beneficial to all. 
This tended to iheir practical vindication. The 
sullen and subtle spirit of conspiracy, goaded into 
malignant excesses by misery, partially gave way to 
a growing satisfaction with the substantial benefits 
ofiered. Where this feeling existed, greater confi- 
dence was manifested in the narratives of the success 
and well-being of their relatives in Canada. Appli- 
cations were renewed for facilities to emigrate. Lord 
Pendleborough had, therefore, selected about twenty 
families, recommended by their loyal feeling and 
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good conduct^ and as a boon to them he revived in 
their favour the arrangements which he had made 
for the first settlers on his American property. 

He had ordered his yacht round to Cork, to be 
ready for sailing within an hour of his arrival, and 
had drawn out minute instructions to Harcourt, for his 
guidance during the rest of the winter. Efforts were 
to be made to organize successive parties of emi- 
grants, by offering such aid, as the prize to be attained 
by persevering labour, and perfect fidelity in the 
new works. The improvements in the glens were to 
be extended as far as Harcourt found it practicable, 
consistently with perfect subordination, and the 
thorough execution of the works. From every man 
engaged, punctuality, regularity, and steady appli- 
cation were to be required. Loiterers, idlers, and 
imcertam men were to be dismissed, and not to be 
put to work again, until after the interval of a 
month. This discipline, combined with encourage- 
ment by a gradual remission of arrears, with pre- 
sents of meal, of clothing, or of blankets for the 
winter, would gradually prove a stimulus, the force 
of which would, it was hoped, be more and more 
acknowledged. 

Notwithstanding the improved feeling consequent 
on the gradual introduction of these measures, all 
the efforts of the police to discover a trace of the 
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■mderon of Mae Yie, known aa thejauut be te 
mny of the tenantrj, reemed no mpfn&ak aid finmL 
the popnlatkiiw 

Seme remarkable drcmnalantial evidenoe bad 
tnmspbred. The imporeadan of the boob-aolea of the 
men irho had shot Mae Yie had been traeed» aod 
carefollj copied^ with exact ineaaaraMnt& The 
pattern of these boots was found to CQKreqmid with 
^Mise w<Mm hy Macgair^ but not the 8ib& He wee 
not» therefore, one o£ the assassins^ but mig^ be m 
league with them* The maker of Macgair^a boots 
was found to be a man driTen £com the town bj hie 
constant collision widi the police ; who had e cabin 
9t the edge of a bog, and was a notoriofuft stSt- 
keeper — combining this vocation with his ordinal 
handicraft of shoemaker* The chief of the poUc^ 
ascertaining that Lord Pendieborongh had possessed 
himself of Macgoire's horae-pistol, caref ollj unloaded 
it. The ball was weighed, and found to be heaviefihan 
those with which poor Mac Yie had been dispatched. 

This fact confirmed the previons impression that 
Macgnire was not one of the mnrderera. Bnt the 
paper with which this pistol was loaded was part of 
an incendiary tract, which had been circulated in 
the county; and another portion of ike same publi- 
cation, forming the wadding of the pistols with which 
the Scotch farmer had been dispatched, had been 
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found entangled in the bole made in his dress* Every 
e£Ebrt was made to apprehend the shoemaker^ but be 
bad absconded. His bouse was^ searched. Some of 
the incendiary tracts were found in il^^ but none from 
wbicb any pages had be^i torn» In a deserted turf- 
built still-bouse, on the hills between Macgoire's hut 
and Mac Yie's farm, however, a half-consumed tract 
was found among the soot of the chimney, built 
of holders frcon a neighbouring brook. Thougb 
charred, and blackened with soot, witb careful hand- 
ling it wa& made clear that liiia was the tract from 
adjdning pages of which the wadding botli of 
Macguire's pistol and of that of the assassins had 
been torn. Beyond this the police could get no 
trace. They induced Lord Pendleborougb to take 
precautions for the security of his agent and tore- 
man, by placing in every g^ng one labourer on 
whom the police conceived they could rely. But 
signs of the under-current of the secret associ- 
ation were not wanting. Many sullenly held aloof 
from the wages, rewards, and promotion offered. The 
improvements were watched, sometimes in silence, 
by men who looked on, in their frieze coats, and 
lounged about half the day doing nothing; or at 
other times, by clamorous groups, who chattered in 
their native tongue like monkeys. 

Lord Pendleborough's courage, promptitude, and 

58—2 




276 SCARSDALE. 

skill in the use of his weapons had inspired awe. 
But the police were in constant apprehension of some 
attempt on his life. Unknown to him, therefore, pre- 
cautions were taken. It was his habit to ride to the 
mouth of a glen, leave his horse at a police-station, 
or at a farmstead, with his groom, and walk to the 
several gangs of labourers at work on the improve- 
ments. The police contrived that the rough copses 
and groups of rocks should be scoured at the usual 
period of his visit The chief of the police examined 
his arms, and selected for him a brace of long double- 
barrelled pistols, with hair triggers, locked by a bolt, 
and sighted, with which Lord Pendleborough had 
been accustomed to practise. Nothing, however, 
seemed to daunt his daring. The vigilance which 
had with him become habitual in travel in wild 
regions ; the quick habits of observation, which such 
adventures had cultivated to a skill equal to that of a 
Red Indian ; the prompt action with which he had 
learned to repel sudden danger; — rather seemed to 
give him confidence, that if opportunity offered, he 
should do his agent a final and critical service, by 
personally baffling any attempt of the secret societies. 
The last week of his residence approached. All 
the foremen of the gangs were assembled at a dinner 
at the castle, at which Lord Pendleborough promised 
to reward faithful services by promotion. He ex- 
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plained his plans in general terms. He intended to 
make such improvemente on the property, in build- 
ings^ enclosures, drainage, and plantations, as would 
provide labour for years for all disposed to work. 
As he provided wages, he would enforce the regular 
ftdfilment of all engagements of labour, rent, and 
service, as well as respect to every right of property. 
He would grant the means of emigrating to his 
Canadian estates to such as deserved such aid, but to 
none who were idle, factious, or turbulent. He would 
continue the remission of arrears as rewards for ex- 
traordinary zeal, skill; or fidelity. 

He had received anonymous letters of every de- 
scription. One series, professedlywritten by a friend, 
and which had given intimation of circumstances 
which had subsequently transpired, he had privately 
shown to the chief of the police. This series con- 
stantly warned him to beware of Molly Macguire ; 
told him when and where he had been waited for by 
assassins. The police discovered many confirmatory 
facts, and endeavoured fruitlessly to prevent Lord 
Pendleborough's fiirther visits to the glens. 

" Am I," he replied, " to leave Harcourt exposed 
to a danger from which I shrink myself? Rather 
let me find the opportunity to crush it" 

He had determined to give a final largess to each 
of the six hundred labourers now employed on the 
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improTcments, and money had been stat to tiie 
fbreman of eadi gsng^ wlddi Ixird Pendlebonmgh 
was to distribofte pereKmalfj to ^vety man in ibe 
open field. For this pmpone he had yiaited throe xA 
the glens^ and as Ihe tnne pressed, he had ridden to 
each field, leaTii^ his home with his groom at the 
roiadside. 

He had thi&s, one afternoon, ridden to the top cl 
one of the glens, and distributed his largess to three 
gangs of men ; there remained two other gangs lower 
down the ravine. He entered a rongh stony field, 
where the men were digging np holders, and hlasting 
superficial rocks, with which to build a dry 'wall of 
enclosure, and to prepare materials for a homestead. 
According to a habit, which had become an instinct, 
he took a rapid survey of the field. The men were 
busy in four or five groups towards one comer. 
There was a piece of rough copse, with outcropping 
rocks, wifliin two hundred yards. His quick «ye 
detected something unusual in the attitude of the 
labourers, and the mode in which, after a sudden 
glance, they appCed themselves to their task with- 
out again looking up. By a deviation from his path, 
he placed two of the groups immediately behind 
himself, so that, as he advanced, he kept the rocky 
copse clearly in view. He unbuttoned his coat, acnd, 
as he ascended the field, pierced with a searching 
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^je evmry apening of die copse which presented 
itself. Taming suddenly to the two groups <£ 
labonrers, in front of which he stood, he detected 
two or three m^i looking np from their work, with 
an €a:pre3S»}n varied in each, but which was to him 
a sign of some imnsual event. On turning again, he 
caught sight of something stirrmg in the copse, 
which mstaatly disappeared. He at once apppoached 
the labourers, and so mingled with them, as to make 
At impossiUe for a shot, even from a rifle, to be other- 
wise tiian full €f rii^ to the men by whom he was 
thus masked. 

WhSe inspectmg thdr work, and with the aid of 
the foreman, giving to each his largess, he kept his 
€ye on the copse. In crossing to the next group, 
which was iieaier the rough ground, he carried wiih 
him the foreman, and another man. All the other 
groups were at a greater distance from the broken 
wooded land. Lord Pendleborough again caught a 
glimpse of a creeping lurker in the copse. He, 
therefore, turned round, and stooping down to ex- 
amine a rock about to be blasted, he started agam to 
his feet suddenly, with a pistol in his hand, in tame 
to confront and fire, at a distance of £%* feei, upon 
two figures, in women's ckjthes, but whose size, 
motions, and boots showed that they were men, who 
were rapidly advancing on Aind gwyap of workmen. 



# 



280 SCAHSDALE. 

They were, however, apparently unprepared for 
the sagacity and vigQance which had detected their 
motions. They were obviously staggered by the 
sudden apparition of their victim, armed and deter- 
mined. Lord Pendleborough was an unerring shot, 
and had the advantage both of surprising his antago- 
nists and firing from the group by which he was 
masked. The ball of his first barrel took efiect in 
the shoulder of the foremost of the two men, who 
stumbled forwards. The second man received the, 
shot in his arm, and, being thus disabled, dropped 
his weapon, and turned to run away. Drawing a 
second pistol, and calling on his foreman to help him. 
Lord Pendleborough rushed on the first assassin, 
whom he struck to the ground, as he attempted to 
rise. While Lord Pendleborough disarmed him, the 
foreman chased the other into the copse. 

The conduct of the workmen did not escape him. 
After a moment's pause, some advanced from the 
two nearest groups, and helped him to secure the 
ruffian. The rest, after looking on a minute, sullenly 
resumed their work. A similar demeanour charac- 
terized the men in some of the other working parties. 
As soon as the assassin was secured. Lord Pendle- 
borough personally separated the men who had 
shown a sullen spurit from the rest, and proceeding 
from man to man, took down every name and the 
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place of his abode. In like manner he took down 
the names of all who came to his aid. 

In a short time his foreman returned from an 
unsuccessftd chase of the second assassin. The two 
pistols, however, were secnred. Notice was sent to 
the police, who took charge of the prisoner, and 
hotly pursued the chase of his comrade. Lord 
Pendleborough rode down the glen, visited the other 
gang of workmen, distributed his largess, and re- 
turned to the castle. 

In the evening he directed Harcourt to dismiss 
every man who had, by a sullen spirit, shown a 
sympathy with the assassin, and to remove them from 
the estate. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE TEMFEST-TOBSED STAGGERING DTPO POBT. 

The sun was rising in the rime of a winter's gale 
as Lord Pendleb(HX>agh\i yacbt caught the fuller 
force of <he blustering south-jwester, when rounding 
the Roche Tower Lights in mid-Cihannel, from the 
Cov6 of Cork. The good vessel, buoyant as a bird, 
but able to carry little sail in the fierce breath of 
the storm, bounded forwards over the long swells of 
water, the necks of which were crowned with waves 
of foam. As the morning advanced, and the more 
open sea of St. George's Channel was gained, the 
green hollows were deeper, and the roll of liquid 
emerald between each curled into a sharper ridge, 
and would have toppled over, if its white crest had 
not been blown away by the blast. By and by, the sea 
became a plain of angry white waves, tossing rudely, 
and broken against each other, in constant clash and 
agitation, till the whole was lashed into foam. A 
blinding spray was whirled across the deck ; the 
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bitler storm-wmd made a loud harp of the rigging, 
Arongh whidi it roared like a wild animal eager for 
its prey. 

By tann^ Lord Peodleboroogh and the master 
kept the poop^ and the saikn^ relieved each other 
£rom time to time in their duty <m deck, so piercing 
and cold was Ihe wind. Few words were ezdbanged. 
Scarcely any sail conld be carried, but the gale 
swept them wildly onwards towards the north. Now 
and then, glimpses were obtained through the rack 
of vess^ labonring in the storm. Confident in their 
seamandiip, and in the tried qualities of their craft, 
the day wore away and night came. The crew had 
been kept in good condition, their strength was in 
no degree exhausted ; though, therefore, the iforce of 
the gale increased, the precautionB needed ibr the 
night were taken, and Lord Fendleboroagh, listen- 
ing oidy to his impatience to be at Scarsdale, dis- 
regarded the Pemonslranees of tiie master, and, 
trusting to Ihe sailmg powers of his Tessel, and to 
Us own «ldU and Trance, ran before the wind, 
watchixig the white crests of the waves which chased 
the yacht, as though they strove to bury it under 
the mass of their waters. 

He remained on dedc all tiie night, during which 
the poop was twice swept by a following aea, under 
the heavy blow of which tiie littie vessd reeled and 
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groaned. As there was still no ,sign of the abate- 
ment of the gale, the master urged that it would 
be impossible to make the port of Liverpool, and 
strongly dissuaded Lord Pendleboroogh from attempt- 
ing to romid the Isle of Anglesea for shelter under 
the Orme's Head. Lord Pendleborough admitted the 
risk to be great, if the force of the storm continued. 
They, therefore, shaped their course for - Holyhead, 
and, at the close of the afternoon of the second day, 
staggered out of the hurly-burly of the strife of 
wind and water into the calm land-locked harbour. 
As they approached the coast. Lord Pendleborough 
had changed his dress, and, as soon as they were in 
smooth water, he descended the ship's side, secured 
a carriage, and, as fast as horses could carry him, 
hurried to Scarsdale. 

This- impetuous determination had been caused by 
the receipt of intelligence from Oliver Holte of Miss 
Scarsdale's critical illness. As soon as Oliver had 
ascertained that she was attacked by the Mere 
Clough fever, he had not hesitated to despatch Lord 
Pendleborough's courier with a letter urging his 
immediate return. This, he well knew, would have 
Sir Guy Scarsdale's approval, for he had long pene- 
trated the relations of Lord Pendleborough to Sir 
Guy's family. 

Lord Pendleborough had remained on his estate 
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a week after his defeat of the attempt at assassina- 
tion. He had daily visited the working gangs, alone, 
or riding only with Harcourt. He had personally 
directed such measures of rigour as he thought ex- 
pedient against the men who had remained in sullen 
indiflference to his defence or the capture of the mur- 
derers. Having produced the impression which he 
intended of a fearless determination to carry into 
execution his plans of improvement with generous 
promptitude and unflinching vigour, he rode down 
the valley of the Inny on his way to Cork. In the 
Gap of Dunloe he encountered his own courier riding 
post, with the despatch from Oliver Holte ; and at 
once bidding Harcourt adieu, he hastened, with all 
the force of an iron frame and an indomitable will, 
to reach Scarsdale. What was happening there ? 

The calm and cheerful mien of Sir Guy Scarsdale 
had seldom been ruflBed or clouded in the worst 
straits of war. In harassing duty, in the rear-guard 
of Sir John Moore's army in its retreat through an 
exhausted country, no voice was more gay, no smile 
more radiant than his. And if, in the sterner com- 
mand of battle, his expression was more thoughtful, 
it was always serene. Even in scenes of carnage 
and horror, a dire necessity had compelled the sup- 
pression of emotion : the breach must be won ; the 
flag of England must be defended ; the enemy must 
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be repdled by grape, mkrailU^ or the bayonet* Bufc 
in the firsi pauae» the sama chanxang equniniit^ 
erinced itsdif in the mosi easoal reaisrk tba;t fdU 
firom his lipa. How was it, the&j^ tibat he soon 
found himself martyrized by the self-imposed duty 
of watching at his dau^ter's side ? 

Her mother had died when she was an infiyxL 
Except dorix^ hk campaigna, Ais obIj chUd had 
been his constant companion. Educated under hia 
eye, ey^ywhere with him in his visits ta the capi- 
tals of Europe, he lavfehed on h«r bringbg up 
every resource. She grew rv^ a marvel of beauty^, 
grace, and accomplishments ; devoted to her £Either, 
reflecting his opinions, feelings^ and objects in life ; 
gathering &om his £cank„ manly bearing a native 
independence and vigour; full of animation, high 
spirit, and health, which made her a hardy com- 
panicffi in travel, even in rude countries. She was 
conscious of no hope or wish separate from her 
faiher; she compared all who approached her with 
him. If they wanted his simplicity,, manliness,, or 
unostentatious depth of purpose, they had no hold 
up(m her sympathies. She had no vanity ; i^e had 
not only no desire for admirations^ but repelled all 
homage by the unconscious Jiertd with which she 
sought only to be worthy of him. Lord Pendle- 
borough she had regarded as a noble child of nature. 
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in whom, tbe behest insimcts of Iiis; being w€a*e not 
deTeloped* Her fatbar'a obvious iatearost in hiia 
£Edkd to make: ber coDfidoiub fd the &ct ibat abe 
bad icjpeUed bia approaebea. to beraet£ Sbe was Bot 
aware that tbe deteoninatioQ to win hex haod. in 
macriage bad powerfullf stimulated tbe growth of 
bis own mind^ and det^rmiued tbe objects to which 
be woold devote bis life. Tbia verj unconseioua- 
nesa of her power bad vaatl j increased her infloenee 
over Lord Pendleborougbj^ who met the int^eitod 
or obsequious courtesies of fashion witk the reserve 
of a pr€£»ind distrusti. Hitherto ber life bad been 
an unsought aud unconscioua triumjdi. To her 
fiiher ^e bad been a constant aoorce of life and 
joj. She bad seldom sufEored even transient ilbteas* 
When^ tberefiore, daja of malaise and weakness^ and 
sle^lesa nigihts^ were followed by a vioknit sbiveung 
fit^ and a rapid prostration of strengtk^ a spasm of 
fear cranqped her father^ and sat like a hideous ni^t* 
mare on bia thougbta. Tbe counkry general practt"» 
ticner bad been summoned to attend her in tbe first 
days of her distress* When Oliver Holte waa sent 
for, ou the occurrence of more marked symptoms, 
he at once recognized the influence of the contagiooa 
fever of the Mere Clougb. Sir Guy stilly by a sev^ere 
self-control^ hoped to be equal to tbe duty of watchr 
ing bis daughter in the day* But this was one of 
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those rare cases of fever in which the collapse is 
sudden and great He was not prepared to witness 
the terrible change from vigour to helpless weakness; 
from the animation of beauty and health to an ex- 
pressionless vacancy. He could not stand by and 
see his child pick the bed-clothes to remove imagi- 
nary motes^ or look upon him without a smile of 
recognition. The parched lips, the arid tongue, the 
altered traits, the terrible stillness of the sick room, 
broken only by the unnatural mutterings of delirium 
— all, all were insupportable to him. He scarcely 
dared to approach the door ; he sat in an ante-room, 
and, feeling that his agony was eating into his mind, 
he forced upon himself tasks of mental occupation, 
alternated with rapid walks in the garden court, yet 
unable to refrain from a constant reference to his 
watch, that he might return to secure Oliver Holte's 
next report as to the state of the suflferer. 

Twice in the day Oliver Holte rode to the Mere 
Clough, to visit the perishing weavers' families, and 
give instructions to Deloisir and Barnabas. There 
the vicar met him in the morning, eager, besides his 
daily ministration to the sick, to obtain the last news 
from Scarsdale. These duties, a walk in the park, 
and brief conversations with his father or mother, 
filled up the intervals of Oliver's visits to the sick 
chamber. As he passed through the ante-room. Sir 
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Guy invariably sat there writing. On his return, 
he went on tiptoe with Oliver into the corridor, 
silently, and, without question, to receive his report. 
Miss HoUingsworth rode over, anxious and troubled, 
every afternoon. The suspense wrung all hearts. 
At a late hour, every evening, appeared the phy- 
sician, and, after his visit and consultation with Mr. 
Holte, Sir Guy awaited him at dinner. The flame 
of life flickered. Any day it might be blown out 
Nothing but an unrelaxed vigilance, a minute care to 
feed it from hour to hour, without error or excess, 
could enable the youth and vigour of Miss Scars- 
dale's constitution finally to eUminate the poison. 
The physician praised the attendants, assured Sir 
Guy that no fault had occurred; but for days the 
scale hung quivering in the balance, without per- 
ceptible change. 

A week had now elapsed since the courie nad 
been despatched to Lord Pendleborougn. The 
weather had been wild, but Oliver Holte reckoned 
certainly on his arrival. He therefore told Sir Guy 
what he had done, and received his hearty thanks* 
This was one of the critical days of the fever, and 
on it the two physicians prognosticated a change. 
When, therefore, they entered the sufierer's room 
at dawn, Alice told them that Miss Scarsdale had 
awakened from a profound sleep, and had asked, 
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after days of uncansckmsness, to see her &ther. 
They found the pulse somewhat fnllerj a calm intel- 
ligence in the eje« and all the iqrmptoDQus slightly 
improved. She repeated to them her desire to see 
Sir Gruy. They at once sanctioned a compliance 
with her wish, and awaited the result in the ante- 
room. When Sir Guy entered, and stooped to kiss 
his daughter, she said,— 

" How long have I been ill, dear father ? ^ 

" A fortnight, my child." 

" Have you sent for Lord Pendleborough ? " 

" He will be here, ere long." 

" Tell him that I wished him to coma" 

She was too weak to say more, and Sir Guy 
put his finger to his lips in token of silence^ He 
felt a deep relief in this returning sense of the 
interests of life, as evinced in her anxiety to spare 
pain to Lord Pendleborough. He found that he 
could, without emotion, read to her a few verses 
from the Scriptures, and a short prayer for the 
sick. This done, after an interval, he returned to 
the physicians, to express to them his deep gratitude 
for the dawning hopes of life. 

Meanwhile, Lord Pendleborough encountered, 
during the night, such obstacles in obtaining re- 
lays, that, with the utmost exertions of his courier, 
the morning was half spent before Sir Guy, who 
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watched anxiouslj on the terrace aboye the garden 
court, saw a carriage with four horses advancing at 
their utmost speed up the long avenue of limes. He 
descended &om the terrace, and passed through a 
postern in the wall of the court, in time to meet 
and stop them in the avenue before they drove 
round the mansion. He feared lest his daughter's 
awakened consciousness should be disturbed by the 
sound of wheels near her window in the eastern 
wing. Lord Pendleborough, bronzed by his expo- 
sure in the Kerry mountains, descended, grave but 
collected, from the carriage, and took Sir Guy's 
hand with a look of anxious inquiry. 

" You are welcome, Pendleborough. I trust the 
crisis is passing. My daughter, this morning, 
awakening from many sad days of unconsciousness, 
inquired if you had been sent forj and told me to 
say that she wished you to come." 

Lord Pendleborough felt deeply the manly promp- 
titude with which Sir Ghiy had at once poured the 
best balm into his wound. He said nothing, but 
walked with Sir Guy silently through the garden 
court to the halL A late breakfast was served, at 
which Oliver Holte joined them on his return from 
his morning ride to the Mere ClougL To Lord 
Pendleborough's anxious inquiries, he replied, by 
assurances that, as the fever was not complicated 
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by any local congestion, forty-eight hours of steady 
progress in the present train of symptoms would 
enable them to form a favourable prognosis. Then, 
the crisis might be regarded as past. The fiirther 
arduous steps towards the restoration of strength 
would still be fall of risk, and would require the 
most deUcate care. He strongly counselled his two 
friends to be much abroad, on horseback, so as to 
prevent the suspense still inevitable from straining 
their spirits. Lord Pendleborough at once proposed 
to Sir Guy to ride to the vicarage and to Assheton 
Manor; and the suggestion, seconded by Oliver as 
an opportunity of conveying the news of the hope- 
ful change, was acceded to by Sir Guy Scars- 
dale. 

In half an hour, therefore, they were on horseback, 
and about one o'clock they entered the vicarage. 
They found that Colonel Vavasour, according to 
his almost daily custom, had arrived a few minutes 
before them, and was seated with Miss HoUings- 
worth. The vicar was expected to return from 
his round of parochial visits to luncheon. 

Malvoisin had forwarded all Harcourt's letters 
to Colonel Vavasour, after ihey had been read at 
Scarsdale, and they had been perused also by the 
vicar and Miss HolUngsworth. After, therefore. Sir 
Guy had made known to his friends the hopefrd 
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change which had occarred in Miss Scarsdale, the 
conversation drifted &om this absorbing subject of 
anxiety into inquiries addressed to Lord Fendle- 
borough as to all the incidents of his visit to Kerry, 
the state and character of the population, his plans, 
and their progress. After the intense preoccupation 
of their minds with one painful thought, it was a 
relief both to Sir Guy and to Lord Pendleborough 
to discuss this new subject, and the vicar on his 
return an hour later, found them thus engaged. 

After luncheon. Colonel Vavasour announced that 
he intended to call at the Tim Bobbin at the Scar 
Head, to make acquaintance with Bamabas's intended 
bride. The vicar proposed a walking party to ac- 
company the colonel. All readily acquiesced, and 
in a few minutes they were on the moorland road, 
behind the vicarage. Sir Gxiy Scarsdale and the 
vicar, walking on either side of Nathaniel's cob, 
in conversation with Colonel Vavasour, left Miss 
Hollingsworth and Lord Pendleborough some little 
distance behind. 

"I fear," said Lord Pendleborough, '^that the 
agitation caused by the shocking catastrophe of the 
duke's death may have rendered Miss Scarsdale 
more susceptible to contagion." 

" She has been much disturbed, Lord Pendle- 
borough ; but, frightful as that event was, her mind 
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was too much preoccapied by other fears to dwdU 
ev^i upon that iaragedy." 

'* Tell me. Miss HoUmgsworth, if you may, what 
was her apprehensioiL'' 

'^ I think I may, for she avowed it to you in the 
garden court She had a fixed dread which 
haunted her night and day, and made her tremble 
when the post arrived, that you would chivalrously 
expose yourself to danger, and meet with some 
tragical disaster." 

''Did she tell you the promise whidh I made 
to her?" 

'' She did, and she believed it ; but she could not 
shake off a strange prognostication of evil. The 
accounts, too, contained in Mr. Harcourt's letters 
were not reassuring. Your daring seemed to her 
reckless, and she feared that she had impelled you 
on this career." 

"Certainly, next to the approval of my own 
conscience, there is no hazard which I would not 
run to win Miss Scarsdale's favour, but I fulfilled my 
promise. I thought of her only in deeds of mercy. 
She would not have had my love for her unman me 
when sterner work was to be done." 

'' So have I endeavoured to suggest to her, and so 
her reason told her; but the deep impression once 
made, her equanimity was at an end." 
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^'Perhaps I am rash In making the suggestion, 
but latterly, may not the disturbance of the terrible 
contagion of this fever have prevented a complete 
conquest over this impression ? ^ 

" I have no doubt of that'* 

"May I congratulate you. Miss Hollingsworth, 
on the steady progress of my friend Vavasour's 
recovery ? " 

'* Doubtless, He was my foster brother, and 
earliest companion in life." 

^^Let me not intrude on any heart secret, but, 
since I speak freely to you of my own hopes, let 
me say that Vavasour's illness at Deerden revealed 
to me the constancy and force of the affection which 
in youth he avowed, and which he has always 
cherished for his foster sister." 

" He has resumed his place in my father's house. 
Lord Pendleborough, after ten years of absence/ in 
which we have all passed through a bitter trial — 
chastening ihe spirit, and changing the objects of its 
aspiration." 

"Am I too rude, then, if I say, that I know 
Vavasour will suffer intensely if you have ceased to 
love him ? " 

"The discipline of anguish and fear, and the 
education through which my fisither has trained 
me, first to bear, and then to conquer them, have 
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perhaps made me satisfied with a calmer happi- 
ness," 

** I tremble for Vavasour. Do not interpret him 
by the gentleness of his manners^ and the almost 
effeminate fastidiousness of his bearing. If he has 
forfeited your love, or if he cannot revive it, his 
despair will reckon it as retribution." 

^^ I meant to say. Lord Pendleborough, that I have 
so complete a satisfiujtion in seeing my foster brother 
the object of my father's confidence and affection, 
and in his society from day to day, that I do not 
permit the thought of a love which he has not avowed 
to me to enter my mind." 

" Colonel Vavasour acts with great delicacy, Miss 
HoUingsworth : if he has not avowed an affection 
which, in his fiery nature, has triumphed over every 
other impulse, doubtless, he waits till his recovery 
is complete ; doubtless, also, he wishes you and your 
father to ascertain how the Ufe of courts and camps, 
and the discipline of illness have moulded his 
character. He is the very soul of honour. His 
lightest breath is truth. If, as I see, he is a constant 
guest at the vicarage, these are his motives. He 
would not offer you a life withered in its prime, or a 
love the freshness of which had faded. He waits till 
you can believe that, true as the magnetic force in every 
devious path, has been his love for his foster sister." 



STAGGERING INTO PORT. 297 

Lord Pendleborough, impelled by his simple, strong 
nature, had spoken with earnestness, but without 
calculation. When he paused. Miss HoUingsworth 
made no reply. After an interval he glanced at her, 
and found her face expressive of deep emotion, and 
flooded with tears, 

"A thousand, thousand pardons," said he, hur- 
riedly. '* I forgot you, my dear Miss HoUingsworth, 
in thinking only of Vavasour. I had no right to 
plead his cause to the point at which the answer can 
be only made to him. But some day I will, with his 
leave, justify myself. I cannot without his leave 
give you conclusive proof that I have rightly inter- 
preted the strongest human motive which governs 
his life." 

Helen was still silent. She walked on with down- 
cast eyes, meekly striving to become the mistress of 
her emotion. So they lingered somewhat behind the 
foremost party, and ere they reached the Scar Head 
she was again calm and self-possessed. 

The conversation between^ the party which accom- 
panied Colonel Vavasour, was suggested by the 
object of his visit. 

'^ The ungainly, halting, withered frame of our 
friend Barnabas, is the casket of an apostle's spirit," 
said the vicar. " I thank him for having made me 
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more tolerant Years ago, I thought these dissidents 
firom our church a swarm of mosquitos ; and I was 
impious enough, because of their stings and nasal 
trumpeting, to regard them as simple nuisances^ 
haying no office in God's providence, and to be sim- 
ply smoked out" 

** But he has, from time to time, taken his place in 
the Church Sunday-school, and even received the 
sacrament from your hands, vicar," said Sir Guy. 

** I believe, partly as a lesson to me in Christiaii 
charity ; and, I own witii shame, that my first im- 
pulse was to banish him from the school, as an un- 
authorized intruder on the function of Christ's 
>ordained ministers, and to refuse him the sacrament 
as a preacher of heresies at the Pool of Siloam.** 

" Is he aware of that? " 

^^ I sent for him to the vicarage ; I told him my 
doubts as to my duty. He was humble, patient, and 
deferential, but asked me this formidable question, 
' Whether the Chm^ch forbade her lay members to 
teach, to watch at sick beds, to try to gather in the 
wayfarers from the hedges and lanes to the wedding 
supper of the Lord? ' I sent him away, and pon- 
dered on this question, and the result was, I let him 
have his own way." 

^* He has done a good work," said Colonel Vava- 
sour, ** at this rough, moorland tavern." 
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'^Four years ago^ in the life of the father, the 
Tim Bobbin was the resort of all the roughest 
'tramps,' poachers, and drunkards in the forest of 
Bossendale. Barnabas watched at the sick bed of 
the father, having been brought thither by Susan, 
who was in his class at the Sunday-schooL B,(^r 
Moorhouse had been a rude, riotous tapster, had lost 
his nose in an 'up and down ' fight, and had jumped 
from his bedroom window in a fit of deUiium 
tremens, and crushed his feet and ankles in his 
fell" 

'^ It was a strange mission, to convert this family 
into the home of the self-constituted village mission- 
ary," said Sir Guy» 

" Once there, Barnabas never faltered," answered 
the vicar. '' Roger lingered through all the stages 
of a wasting liver disease. Barnabas was unob- 
trusive, kind, consoling, full of pity and help, and 
step by step, led the wretched man to regret, to 
listen, to think, even to pray. Then he reconciled 
him to me; he brought me in as the authorized 
pastor, to lead home the lost sheep to the fold. My 
belief is, that the penitent man died in the fiuih of 
Christ" 

'' Barnabas has given me some brief hints about 
his courtship, but I should like to have a ftdler 
history from you, vicar," said Colonel Vavasour. 
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** Susan was always a pretty, modest, gentle girL 
She shrank from the coarse uproar of the riotous 
tavern, and found refuge in the Sunday-school. I 
think she must have been six years in Bamabas's 
class, his favourite scholar ; the most diligent, docile, 
and intelligent In her little cold bedroom at the 
Tim Bobbin, she worked at her Bible tasks, her 
catechism, her writing and arithmetic, and brought 
to Barnabas weekly proofs of steady improvement." 

^' That was a sure way to creep like a dove into a 
warm comer of the limping apostle's heart, and to 
nestle there.'* 

" They neither of them [^thought of love, but they 
came to love each other insensibly. The dying man 
in my presence enjoined his widow to put her house 
in order, under Barnabas's guidance, as my helper ; 
to prefer poverty to ill-gotten gain, to think more 
of the farm than the tavern." 

" She has certainly followed his advice," said Sir 
Guy ; ^^ for Mr. Holte informs me, that she has done 
more to fulfil the usual conditions of the draining and 
improvement of the farm, than any other moorland 
tenant" 

'^ I do not think she could have done it if Barna- 
bas had not lent the widow money to buy stock and 
horses," said the vicar. 

"I have had great satisfaction in improving the 
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farm buildings^ and in preparing a house for Barna- 
bas and his wife," said Sir Guv. " The tavern has 
shrunk to small dimensions, and is now literally a 
licensed victualler's house for refreshment, and the 
farm will gradually flourish more and more. No 
one has had more than a pint of beer in the house 
for years." 

'* I have robbed you of the Cock of Rossendale, 
Sir Guy," said Colonel Vavasour. "He clings to 
his old companion of the doughs and moors, and I 
have made him head keeper of Assheton Manor, and 
established him, and his devoted Nancy, in the fold 
at Assheton." 

" So I hear," said Sir Guy ; " but I am content to 
have Robert Dewherst in his place, in my preserves 
at Scarsdale Head, and glad to know that as soon 
as Jonah Ingham can return from his hidingplace at 
the Pool of the Wyre, he will be installed as Bar- 
nabas's farming man at the Tim Bobbin." 

" Robert Dewherst was married two months ago," 
said the vicar, '* and he is now in training for his 
work as keeper." 

Sir Guy's and Lord Pendleborough's horses had 
been led by their grooms in the rear of the walking 
parties, and as they approached the tavern, both 
looked anxiously at the declining winter's sun, and 
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after tlie ezctutnge of an ecspressive glanoe> bid adieu 
to their friends^ and sttddenly mounted before they 
reached Scarsdale Head^ riding at a rapid pace np 
a woodland road on their retom to the halL 

Oliver Holte was evideotly taking exercise on the 
Park road where he would be sure to meet them 
on their return from the vicarage, with the earliest 
intelligence respecting Mies Scarsdale. There had 
been a steady progress during the day. Miss Scars- 
dale had slept, had taken food, had gained strength^ 
had been quite conscious. She had asked again to 
see her father. 

They dismounted outside the quadrangle, and 
Sir Guy hastened to comply with his daughter's 
wish. He entered her room noiselessly, but found 
her awake, with calm eyes, whose beaming intelli- 
gence was made ampler in their orbits by the waste 
of sickness, and a transient, febrile excitement He 
took his daughter's hand, kissed it, and returned her 
gentle, loving pressure with a smile. 

*^ Father, you remember your dying nurse's mes- 
sage when she gave me the portrait locket bequeathed 
to me from your mother." 
Yes, my child." 

The message has sunk into my heart, and the 
image of my grandame is pictured on my brain." 
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« She was a lady fall of dignity, thought and 
grace." 

^'I suppose it was a dream, for my nurse had 
seen nothing, yet I thought she had been here, and 
stood beside my bed, graciously, and lovingly." 

" What seemed her purpose, my child ? " 

'^ She came, she said, to tell me that I should 
return to life; to bless me, for that I had taken 
her message to heart ; to tell me that Lord Pendle- 
borough was a true man, a servant of Christ, who 
would make a reverent son to my father." 

'* Has this message left you tranquil, my child ? " 

'^Further, she said, that the step which I heard 
in the corridor was his ; that he had come back &om 
Ireland, like a St. George after his combat with 
the dragon : she bade me sleep and awake in peace. 
At the waving of her hands, I fell asleep, and 
awakened a little while ago quite tranquil, dear 
father, but she was gone. Was it a dream ? " 

" Whether it were a vision or a visitation, let us 
confide in it, my child. The certainty that the 
proved love of a man whom your father regards 
as a son, waits to welcome you back to life, will 
soothe, nourish, and strengthen you." 

He kissed her as he spoke. 

She held his hand tenderly, gazing at him long in 
silence. 
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^* NotMng most separate the child from her father," 
at length she said. 

** Nothing, my daughter ; I will live with you and 
for you, till my latest hour, my charming Mabel." 

'^ Will not Lord Pendleborough be jealous of my 
devotion to my father ? " 

" He will only see in that a proof of your con- 
stancy and unselfishness, which are among a. wife's 
chiefest virtues." 

There was again a long pause, during which, the 
twilight deepened, until the room was lighted only 
by the flickering of the fire. Sir Guy still sat by 
his daughter's bed. The soft pressure of her hand 
slowly relaxed. The gloom, the silence, and her 
weakness had prevailed — she had fallen into a gentle 
slumber. The nurse crept in on tiptoe with some 
refreshment, but put it on the trivet at the fire. She 
slept an hour calmly, and awoke with a feeling of 
hunger, felt for the first time. The nurse was 
ready with her beef tea and wine, and even a few 
crumbs of bread. All were relished, and, as soon as 
taken, the lovely sufierer lapsed again into a tranquil 
repose, during which. Sir Guy Scarsdale stole away. 



305 



CHAPTER X. 



ALL SAFE IN PORT. 



The midwinter of the Lancashire and Yorkshire 
border is wild and stormy. Tempests rage from the 
Irish Sea^ and deluge the moorlands with storms of 
rain. Floods sweep through the river valleys, often 
destroying the weirs — ^uproot the forest trees, and bear- 
ing the massive trunks and great crowns of branches 
of a century's growth on an impetuous rush of waters. 
The level Ings are flooded into lakes, and in the 
narrow gorges, as under Whalley Nab beneath 
Morton Hall, or at the Orr under Hoghton Tower, 
the roar of the furious river is hoarse as a threat of 
ruin. In the night, the wind seems to wrestle with 
the towers of the country mansions like a ghostly 
contest between the spiritual world in anarchy, and 
the material in its repose of ages. The day dawns 
late, and often in an almost black gloom brooding on 
the moors. Night swoops down like a bird of prey, 
with dark wings outspread over the sky, and seems 
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suddenly to shut the world up in a cavernous black- 
ness. 

It was through these months of tempest and gloom 
that Mabel's convalescence slowly recruited her 
strength. Her father was her constant visitor and 
frequent attendant as soon as she could bear to be 
read to for a short time. By and by the physicians 
declared that all danger of contagion was at an end, 
and then Miss Hollingsworth was daily admitted. 
But all was still done under some restricticm. The 
wilder whirl of the wintry war had subsided into the 
piercing winds of February and March, ere the 
beautifol sufferer sat up in the boudoir adjoining her 
sleeping apartment Here she daily took some 
exercise, leaning on Sir Guy's arm^he listened to 
his reading, or that of Helen. She was calm^ 
gentle, grateful and tender. Much had happened to 
tame the Jiertd of her nature, as the fair startled 
creature of the forest or the waste is brought within 
domestic rule. She had been brought face to face 
with the dread realities of life. To suffer, to 'reach 
the confines of the other world ; to be conscious of an 
overmastering love in others; of an incontrollable 
sympathy; to struggle fruitlessly against this 
sentiment ; to find it become more potent than the 
will — a new ghostly influence rising within the soul 
and asserting an irresistible dominion ; to be thus^ 
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as it were, possessed, all this at first had excited 
the most determined resistance in Mabel. She 
could not — she would not yield herself to this 
possession. Hers was a virgin nature. Her own 
sweet empire ; her father's demesne. None should 
encroach on these sacred precincts. What violent 
man was this who dared to assert a claim on her 
affections? She had permitted none to think that 
within this bound any one could reign but only her 
father, and herself as the ch&telaine of a keep 
placed too high to be scaled. Who was this man 
who had silently for years beleaguered the fortress, 
had gained her father, studied her own estimate of 
life, trained himself patiently to win her love ; was 
formidable, not more by his silent homage> than his 
chivalrous daring ? She had been unconscious, then 
astonished, then disturbed; now, what should she 
do ? Is this then the fate of woman ? Is it not 
enough that I am a daughter, loving, devoted? 
Have I also another destiny ? can I not avoid it ? 
must I love ? can I not shake off this fascination ? 
Why will he grow always something better, higher, 
stronger, nobler in my imagination, and claim my 
love by a devotion which counts life as nothing to 
my preference ? What, oh I what shall I do ? Father, 
dear father, cannot your experience of life teach me 
that there is some other form of existence for 
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woman, than to be a ministering angel, with an 
overpowering sympathy which folds her nature into 
another's being ? 

Something of this kind, perhaps, is felt in many 

natures, ere the mystery of life, the marriage of two 
souls into one, has triumphed over every other force. 
But, in Mabel's life, everything combined to render 
the struggle formidable, and it may even be doubted 
whether it would soon have ceased, if the terrible 
messenger of Heaven had not come to chasten the 
sweet pride of this virgin spirit 

As her convalescence restored her to the sympa- 
thies of life, she knew that she had ceased to be her 
own mistress. She had become subject ; that strong 
chivalrous nature had won her by its purity, nobility, 
and devotion. She had known herself onlv as her 
father's daughter, full of reverent affection. How 
was it, that in so short a time — a few weeks or 
months, with a growth of tenderness towards her 
father, had also grown in her heart a more agitating 
and a more engrossing love, with a sense even of 
subjection, to a will stronger than her own, and 
obedience to a more commanding: being? The 
struggle was over. She had ceased to be her own ! 
She was another's. 

To this, during her convalescence, succeeded a 
new phase of feeling. To bring her new life into 
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harmony with her old; to make the love of the 
affianced wife a part of the love of the devoted 
daughter ; that Lord Pendleborough should be as 
reverent a son as he had been a gratefiil ifriend and 
disciple of her father ; to add to her father's treasures 
of affijction another warm heart and noble nature ; 
to tend and guard his fixture with a strength and 
wisdom greater than her own ; to surround his home 
with new honours and homage ; to carry the wealth 
of her affections, and with them their most cherished 
idol, into even a higher sphere ; to gild all the decline 
of his life by the vision of his daughter's happiness. 
These were the motes that floated like golden dust 
in the sunbeams of her reveries. Hope had dawned 
upon the night of doubt and struggle. She had 
yielded ; but she had won ! Won I yes, won a 
noble son for her father ; — a firiend, — oh, dearer title 
than friend — a husband for herself! 

Oh, marvellous mystery of the tender virgin 
nature — who shall ever truly paint its sacred repose, 
its serene heavenly constancy, pure as the azure, 
or its saintly emotions, which throb like the magnetic 
pulses of nature, all pervading and dominant? Oh, 
Ondine of crystalline purity and transparent truth, 
whose repose reflects heaven and all natural beauty, 
and whose agitation sparkles with light, ripples into 
music, murmurs harmony, whispers peace ! Why, 
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oh why^ Ondine^ art thou ever fickle, frail, or 
treacherous I a deep pool in which swell the bloated 
corpse like victims of despair ! or a shallow shoal on 
which the heart lies torn and bleeding? 

Daily from Lord Pendleborough her room was 
replenished with the choicest exotic flowers, from 
his own conservatories. Her fether rewarded him 
with her thanks. He did not approach her himself, 
but he selected passages in favourite authors which 
Sir Gny or Miss Hollingsworth read to her. As 
her strength was restored, and she had become 
familisurized, by the interchange of these courtesies 
and of messages, with his not remote presence; he 
wrote to her daily. At first brief notes only ; then 
fuller accounts of his own feelings during her illness. 
By and by, a history of the first implanting and the 
deep growth of the sentiment which had become a part 
of his being. Of the influence of her unconscious- 
ness and indifference upon him ; his self-examination, 
his comparison of himself with Sir Guy, his counsels 
with her father, his studies, pursuits, researches, and 
the gradual development of his principles and plans 
in life, in all which she had formed a part. 

Her ideal of a noble man had been his model. 
He had striven long and arduously to rein in the 
untamed physical vigour and hardihood of his nature, 
to develop the contemplative, the philosophical, and 
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to veld together the wild active strength and grow-^ 
ing intellectual force. Then he spoke with gratitade 
and reverence of Sir Guy Scarsdale ; of the value 
of his wisdom^ fidelity^ and counsels in guiding his 
inexperience ; of the influence which his soldier-like 
frankness^ tolerance and manly bearing had in 
winning his [entire confidence, and of his example 
and maxims of life on his character. 

Later, he ventured to pour forth a confession of 
the fascination which her beauty, grace, and in- 
difference to all the homage which they attracted 
had on one blazS with interested adulation, and in 
search of truth and sincerity. 

Mabel permitted herself to reply to his letters 
about her father. She told him that his reverence 
for Sir Gxiy and her father's esteem for him were 
the first things to awaken any interest in Lord 
Pendleborough, which his own chivalrous nature 
had afterwards deepened into a profounder feeling. 
To his letters respecting herself she replied, that she 
knew not how, but she believed and accepted this 
homage now, which a few months ago, would have 
seemed to her an illusion or an interested and in- 
sincere adulation, but now was a pledge to her of 
undeserved future happiness. 

One morning. Miss HoUingsworth entered with 
a rich casket of the rarest medieval workmanship; 
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a chef-^ceuvre of Benvenuto CellinL The golden 
straps with which it was boand were all exquisitely 
decorated in relief. The padlock was a gem of art. 
The key itself was a miracle of intricate beauty. In a 
plate of gold was set in diamonds this inscription:- 

** Mabel, Countess of Pendlebobough." 

Within was a treasure of the rarest jewels. A 
mine of diamonds, emeralds, sapphires, rubies, tur- 
quoises, garnets, agates, pearls in necklaces, brace- 
lets, earrings, stomachers, clasps, brooches, rings, 
and coronets. There was a note from Lord Pendle- 
borough to say that he had not prepared the in- 
scription on the casket, without her father's permis- 
sion, after the receipt of her last notes, and that it 
contained only the hereditary bridal ornaments of his 
family; while those which were to be his personal 
gift, he reserved till he could present them himself, : 

He had written to the Duchess of Chatellerault 
an account of all that had occurred, and he enclosed 
the duchess's heartfelt congratulations that the love 
which, on the banks of the Allier, he had told her 
he felt for an English lady, had met with the reward 
which his pure and chivalrous nature deserved. 

A day or two later came a letter to Miss Scars- 
dale, from the duchess herself, with warm expressions 
of heartfelt sympathy and joy. She spoke of her own 
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unlimited trust in Lord Pendleborough ; of his scru- 
pulous honour and delicate tact Of the reserve 
with which he had withdrawn, even from his fraternal 
relations to her, ^s soon as he found she could avail 
herself of M. Malvoisin's hints. Of memoranda 
left by the duke, proving how deeply she was in- 
debted to Lord Pendleborough for the duke's right 
conception of her own character and motives. She 
thanked Mabel for endowing "her brother" with 
the rich treasure of her love and life. No earthly 
fate could, she thought, be fuller of fair promise than 
the marriage of two such lofty and harmonious natures. 
She had found the duke's late wards in the 
Convent of Religieuses, near Napoleon (Bourbon) 
Vendue. They were under the care of ladies of 
gentle blood and great accomplishments, who de- 
voted themselves, like the former community of 
Port Royal, to the education of the highest classes 
of society. She had herself apartments in the con- 
vent, and aided in the training of her wards. She 
rode with them daily, when the weather permitted; 
herself conducted part of their instruction; spent 
all her leisure in their society. They were very 
beautiful; with the duke's arch spirituality of feature 
and a Greek grace superadded. Volatile, restless, 
like fireflies in a tropical night, fidl of wit, sarcasm, 
and a searching, analytic spirit, which made the 
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wlK^e convent the victims of their hamonr. Garica- 
torists of the most fertile and acute power^ writers 
of pasquinades and epigrams^ nothings not even the 
duchess, escaped their criticism. Sometimes they 
caricatured her as giving ahns to an escroe, or. eu- 
dowmg a charity the almoner of wUch was em- 
bezzling the funds, or pouring water into a vase 
without a bottom, or praying for them behind a 
screen, while ihej caricatured her on the other side. 
Perplexing, fascinating, loveable, they caressed the 
duchess as a sister, but treated her as an equal; 
exposed to her all iheir little escapades, deceptions of 
the ^^ sisterhood," wild fimdes, romances and dreams, 
and seemed thunderstruck at the depth of her ten- 
derness for the memory of the duke — at the elevated 
sanctity and exquisite gentleness of her nature — at 
the love which led her to devote herself to them, 
and which no caprice or folly could disturb. She 
thought she had acquired influence by the greater 
solidity and extent of her own acquirements, by the 
equipoise of her judgment, and the loving tolerance 
of their eccentricities. They had in some degree 
ordered their own lives after her example. Their 
reading was guided by hers ; their devotions, which 
had been acts of obedience to custom, had acquired 
a new character, in which the imagination and feel- 
ings had been aroused, and now needed to be guided 
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by careM instruction. Her task was difficult It 
absorbed her time and thoughts. But^ as they were 
young, she hoped, in the two years which must elapse 
before she introduced them to life, to lay the foun- 
dation of future virtue and usefulness. When her 
task began in Paris, she said she trusted that Sir 
Guy Scarsdale would bring the Earl and Countess 
of Pendleborough to launch her lovely and charming 
wards the Mesdemoiselles de Clairvoeux on that 
maelstrom of life. 

When Mabel had shown this letter to her father, 
she sent it by Helen to Lord Pendleborough, who 
wrote with deep interest his comments on the 
whole narrative. These Mabel forwarded to the 
duchess. 

So the winter drifted into the arid and searching 
winds of the spring ; and May had come before more 
thali the buds swelled, and some few leaflets peeped 
from their sheaths, as though distrusting the inhos- 
pitable rebuke of the nipping air. The physicians 
had been informed of Miss Scarsdale's implied en- 
gagement, but had forbidden the lovers to meet until 
she had for a time visited the coast. Lord Pendle- 
borough had hired a country seat near Fleetwood, 
and filled it with every luxury. He had brought 
his yacht round to the Wyre, and about the middle 
of May, Mabel, stretched in her father's travelling 
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britschka, and accompanied by Miss Hollingsworth^ 
with Sir Guy Scarsdale and Colonel Vavasour on 
the box, travelled on a sunny day to '* The Warren," 
near RossalL 

To some this scene has an aspect of bleak and 
pitiless desolation. To our mind, it is never inhos- 
pitable. Morecambe Bay always welcomes us with 
a radiant smile. The screen of the lake mountain 
range on the north reminds us, by its picturesque 
outline, of a not distant fairyland, where every rock, 
tree, cottage, and stone is a picture, and the whole a 
magical combination of beauty. The rim of the sea, 
along which labour the steamers, and flit the white- 
sailed ships from Barrow, Whitehaven, Workington, 
and Maryport, to Liverpool and Wales ; the fishing 
and pilot boats tossing on the horizon ; the vessels 
cautiously threading their way through the buoys 
to round the Pigeon-house Light, nestled on piles far 
out in the waters of the bay ; even the level, sandy 
waste of the shore and beach, and the barren warren 
within, have to us a character which we would not 
exchange for other more popular scenes. If the 
hotel had been built at Rossall point of Morecambe 
Bay, with ample windows to the south, one facade 
to the north, another to the west, and a long drive 
upon the sea-wall towards Blackpool, with easy 
means of descent on the firm sands beyond the 
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breakwaters, this would have been the most popular 
bathing-place in the north of England. It would 
have combined the sanitary advantages of Blackpool 
and Scarborough with those of Southport. In 
Morecambe Bay — ^the screen of the lake mountains — 
excursions to Furness — boating on the pool of the 
Wyre and in Morecambe, and driving or riding on 
the hard sands of the west coast — sources of enjoy- 
ment and health would have been found which 
no other watering-place possesses. Unfortunately, 
the capacious hotel has been built close to the mud 
at the entrance of the harbour, far away from the 
hard sands and good bathing ground — and with the 
air of the muddy river's mouth, instead of that of the 
open sea. 

Lord Pendleborough had long appreciated both 
the beauty and salubrity of the Rossall Point, and, 
supported by the opinion of the physicians, had 
selected **The Warren" as the place for Mabel's 
complete restoration to health. He lived on board 
his own yacht, and cruised m the bay, and along the 
coast to Barrow, Whitehaven, the Solway, and the 
Isle of Man ; while his future countess regained, on 
the hard sands of the western coast, between Black- 
pool and Morecambe, the vigour which the almost 
fatal poison of the Mere Clough had undermined. 
Here, on horseback, from day to day, accompanied 
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by her father^ Miss HolliDgsworth, and Colond 
Yavasour^ she gradually extended her rides. When 
Jnne came^ they frequently took luncheon at Black- 
pool, and returned to dinner at **The Warren." 
Then, when Miss Scarsdale's health was quite re- 
stored, they rode down to Lythain, spent the night 
there, and returned to " The Warren." They crossed 
the bay in Lord Pendleborough's yacht to Barrow, 
visited Fumess, and returned to Fleetwood. All 
this while. Lord Pendleborough kept out of the way ; 
though daily, when ashore, letters reached Mabel 
from him, fiill of devotion. 

Colonel Vavasour had been inseparable from the 
party. His strength was so far restored that he 
joined, without fatigue, all their rides and excursions. 
His manner to Miss Hollingsworth had been that of 
a brother — always thoughtfiil, attentive, and kind, 
but never trespassing on any expression of the ten- 
derness of a lover. The fact that he was always 
in her society, with an unobtrusive solicitude which 
revealed no deeper feeling by any look •or act, and 
only by its consistent though measured homage gave 
proof of the depth of its source, marked both the 
delicacy with which he awaited the time when he 
could offer a life restored from great peril, and 
purified by trials. It seemed as though at least a 
friendship which should link the past of his early 
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youth with the present, was necessary to his con* 
advice. 

There was nothing to indicate that, whatever 
might be the dominant wish of his heart, he had 
not the power to control it, so as to seek happiness 
in this friendship with his foster-sister, if no more 
tender relation were possible. In fact, he had im- 
posed on his fiery nature this penance, that he should 
do nothing whatever to endanger the growth of such 
a friendship to the utmost limits of personal con- 
fidence and regard, though Helen might never be to 
him nearer than a foster-sister — ^tender, gentle, and 
true. 

Nor had the vicar uttered to his daughter one 
word revealing to her that Colonel Vavasour had 
a warmer wisL Helen's conversation with Lord 
Pendleborough, at the end of the autumn, was the 
only positive expression of Colonel Vavasour's love 
which had occurred. The intercourse which he had 
constantly had during Miss Scarsdale's convales- 
cence with* herself and her friend — ^their readings 
conversation, discussions, descriptions of life and 
manners— had laid bare the range of his opinions 
and feelings the more certainly, because his was a 
fimk, manly nature which scorned a veil, and 
which, with whatever poUsh of manner, never hesi- 
tated to reveal his convictions and emotions. The 
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two friends^ therefore^ had a certainty that they 
knew Colonel Vavasour well. With this, grew in 
Miss Scarsdale's mind a confidence in his tmtii and 
honour — in the perfect sincerity of his love for Miss 
Hollingsworth, and his desire to make her happy — 
as well as of the power of self-control, which he had 
gained under the discipline of a terrible rebuke, and 
the influence of early training, and a deeply-seated 
affection. Mabel, therefore, treated him with a 
continually growing confidence and respect ; but she 
was careful not to utter one word to influence 
Helen's decision, whether she could accept the life- 
long friendship which Colonel Vavasour offered, or 
whether that awoke in her heart the throbs of an 
emotion which had once possessed her entire being, 
but which her father's careful counsels, and the 
training of years of prayerful anguish and silent 
endurance, had enabled her to bring within the 
control of conscience and reason. 

To Helen Hollingsworth, the constant presence, 
the unobtrusive attention, the implied homage and 
regard of her foster-brother, brought a balm for deep- 
seated wounds. She was thus assured that she had 
not cheated herself with an illusion. In that fervid 
time of his earnest youth, he had felt a passionate 
regard for his foster-sister. His was really a true, 
sincere spirit, incapable of guile ; and the memory of 
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their love, in that early prime, dwelt in natures still 
in harmony with each other. There was not only a 
deep repose in this friendship, but much more. The 
agonizing fear, that a reckless career had perverted 
the heart and corrupted the principles of her former 
lover, was assuaged in that daily intercourse in 
which every thought and feeling, not too sacred 
for expression, found utterance. This mutual con- 
fidence — the complete restoration of Colonel Vava- 
sour's filial relations with the vicar — the friendship 
which grew up between him and Miss Scarsdale — 
xdl satisfied her of a harmony of thought and hope 
which made them a group of congenial friends. 
With this mixed no agitating fear or wisL She 
did not dread that Colonel Vavasour should change. 
His was not a capricious nature. She did not permit 
herself to wish for more than the friendship which 
restored to her the foster-brother of her youtli, 
polished by liis intercourse with the world — ^ripe in 
experience — a man of refined accomplishments, great 
grace, manly sincerity, and true to his early asso- 
ciations — rewarding her father by the growth of the 
principles which he had so carefully sown — more 
than rewarding the daughter by returning with 
the deep-seated influence of an early love, now, 
perhaps, chastened into a sincere and enduring 
friendship. 

VOL. III. Gl 
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The two friends^ Miss Scarsdale and Miss Hol- 
lingsworth^ were seated alone in a sheltered cove 
in the sand-hills of the coasts on a wann> still 
morning. 

'^We shall return to Scarsdale to-morrow; but 
I shall always carry with me the remembrance of 
our visit to the Warren. It has been to me a source 
of unmingled satisfaction^ dearest Helen^ to see that 
the heartache^ which you so long suffered about your 
foster-brother, is at an end by his restoration to you 
in every sense.** 

" I am again his sister. I have unwavering con- 
fidence in his sincerity, truth, and manly uprightness. 
His filial reverence for my father, and his brotherlj 
solicitude for myself, link the past with the present, 
said Helen. 

*' But, dearest, is it to end there ? Will you not 
permit Colonel Vavasour to make you his wife ? ** 

'* Are you sure that he does not prefer this calm 
confidence of friendship, after all the agitating in- 
cidents of his past life ? " 

" Of this I am sure, dearest Helen, that unless 
some thrilling accident reveal it, he will be slow 
to avow to you the deep love which he feels, lest he 
should endanger a friendship necessary, as I thinks to 
his conscience and his life." 

" He has never, either by look or word> expressed 
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any such sentiment^ though I am bound to say that 
Lord Pendleborough also assured me that Colonel 
Vavasour had not wavered in the attachment 
which we confessed to each other in our early 
youth." 

** Nothing has given me greater confidence in him 
than his willingness to rein in his fiery nature, and 
to accept just as much affection as you can give 
him ; though his entire being is, I am sure, possessed 
by the memory and presence of his only love. Lord 
Pendleborough in his letters confirms to me this 
impression; and says, that he has the most positive 
and irrefragable grounds for this certainty." 

"I never dare to question my own heart No 
woman ought to yield it where it is not sought. 
I am happy in our friendship, and I do not fear its 
interruption." 

** But there are always great risks in such friend- 
ships which do not ripen into marriage. Theirs 
must be rare natures in which such friendship can 
endure for years without the agitation of jealousy — 
the necessity for a more confidential intercourse — 
the growth of an irrepressible impatience for a more 
perfect communion of spirit. Where there is no 
insurmountable obstacle, such friendship should have 
a growth of tenderness, in which the marriage of 
two lives becomes an imperious want." 

61—2 
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^ When^ however, there is such an obstade, and, 
especially, when there has been the discipline of 
prolonged trials chastening the spirit, and humbling 
the aspirations for earthly happiness,'' said Helen, 
with a beaming smile fiill of piety, " surely, with 
God's grace to help, this may be ! " 

*^ There may come, however, such trials as illness 
— ^prolonged and perilous illness — in which separa- 
tion will be a long agony! Or, which God forbid I 
you may lose the protecting care of your father. 
It would be well to be safe in port before these 
storms blow." 

A few days later the whole party were reas- 
sembled at Scarsdale. The vicar and Pendle* 
borough also were in the circle. They had ridden 
from Poulton up Wyresdale, and through the 
Trough of Bowland to Whitewell, where Lord 
Pendleborough had, for the first time, joined thenu 
They remained for the night at Whitewell. Here 
they had wandered along the Hodder; and while 
Lord Pendleborough separated Mabel from the party 
to pour into her ear the story of his own devotion. 
Colonel Vavasour climbed, with Sir Guy and Helen, 
the wooded hill on the west,* which overlooks the 
embowered river, where it murmurs through an 
umbrageous solitude. They suddenly missed Sir 
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Guy, who had discreetly slipped away through 
the thickets. Colonel Vavasour had placed his arm 
within Helen's, and clasped her hand. 

*^ All must be risked, my dearest Helen," he said, 
" rather than the best prize not be won." 

She was silent. 

** My nature is as passionate as ever, Helen. 
It has been true to you through life. I can no longer 
withhold this confession. Your friendship is neces- 
sary to my conscience; but your love, dearest, is 
necessary to my happiness — ^nay, to my life." 

** Say not so, Percy ! " 

** It is the truth, Helen. I risk all. I must win 
you — my life, my happiness, my all I " 

*' Oh, you are not changed, Percy, since the 
happy days long passed away ! " 

" I fear I have still the same impetuous, headlong 
nature; for, to [win you, Helen, as my wife, has 
become an imperious necessity, for which I risk all 
— all— even these conscience-calming days of friend- 
ship and peace ; even they must cease, if you cannot 
be my wife." 

"Oh, Percy, there is no need that they should 
cease I " 

" Yes, there is I I cannot any longer control my 
fiery nature — ^I love you, Helen ; you are to me more 
than a friend — I cannot bear any longer the more 



§ 



326 8CABSDALE. 

measured relation. Eitiier we are one in heurt, 
in spirit, and in life — ^wedded in soul, and joined 
in being; or, I feel the terrible, heart-cruahing 
alternative — ^we must part; for, I am no longer 
able to control the expression of my love.** 

" Oh 1 we cannot part, dearest Percy." 

He folded her in his arms, and kissed her. 

They sat down on a knolL The first outburst 
of passionate daring past, the confession made in 
her gentle reply to his agonizing utterance, he 
became calmer. He put a strong control on the 
tempest of his feelings. He called up every solemn 
sentiment in his soul to hallow this supreme hour. 
It was a relief to give expression to these thoughts, 
as he held Helen's hand clasped in his own. 

" Oh, gentlest and best 1 Type of all tenderness 
and love! Thou canst, then, dearest Helen, be 
sinned against for long years, by the absence of thy 
wayward lover, yet believe that, in every aberration, 
the light of thy own faith and purity drew me with 
an unseen but omnipotent attraction I Then ihere is 
pardon! Then there is mercy! For even thou, 
dearest, canst not be more forgiving than the All- 
merciful! Oh, messenger from the blest! — from 
the highest ! — I take thy love, my own Helen, as the 
first gift of Heaven to its penitent! Teach me; 
lead me, like a messenger of light, out of the frail- 
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ties and faults of ihis clouded lower world Into that 
serener life in which we have lived of late^ and in 
which I would ever live with thee as my' wedded 
wife ! "" 

So on — ^much more of the same fervid thoughts 
poured like a Geyser in tumult and heat from the 
long-pent-up fervour of his fiery spirit. Helen 
recognized her boy-lover again. The natures were 
the same^ but the man had been taught by suffering, 
even by error, to rein in and master the passionate 
impulses which, unbridled, had wrought so much 
wrong. Nay, of late, the tropical heat of his soul 
had ripened, in one brief spring, the latent seeds of 
example and principle long ago sown by his guardian. 
His early love itself was become a part of the 
deep religion of his heart. He looked at Helen as 
an angel sent to help him to spiritualize and elevate 
his being. 

They were all reassembled at Scarsdale. The 
day on which three weddings were to occur was 
fixed. Barnabas and Susan were to be married by 
the vicar at the same altar with Lord Pendleborough 
and Miss Scarsdale, and with Colonel Vavasour and 
Miss Hollingsworth. 

The Mere Clough fever had burned itself out* 
A better trade had come. The weavers were fully 
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employed at fair wages. The bounty of Sir Guy 
and the colonel, of both of which the vicar was 
the almoner, had greatly mitigated the crisis. Oliver 
Holte, released from all his anxious duties, had 
settled in Manchester as a physician. He wrote 
almost daily to Sir Guy Scarsdale, with a filial 
veneration and gratitude, describing his new duties 
among the poor of one of the then unsewered and 
nnpaved districts haunted by typhus. To his father 
and mother, his letters expressed the deeper work- 
ings of his conscience, and satisfied them that he 
was wisely seeking ** the peace which passeth know- 
ledge ^ in this new path. 

He often visited Floi-bi-Neet in the cell, where he 
awaited the orders of the Secretary of State for his 
transportation beyond the seas. Sir Guy had pro- 
vided the means to enable FIoi-bi-Neet's wife to 
follow him to Botany Bay, and to live as near to 
him as the authorities would permit. A full history 
of Floi-bi-Neet's disclosures, duly attested by the 
vicar, and an account of the service thus rendered 
to the police, signed by Sladen, were sent by Sir 
Guy Scarsdale to the Secretary of State, and dupli- 
cates of them to the Governor of the colony. It 
was thus hoped that, after some probation, Floi-bi- 
Neet would be sent into the bush as a convict-shep- 
herd, and allowed the company of his wife. 
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The Yeoman of High Collor, cherished by his 
daughter's aunt and by the child^ seemed to take 
a new lease of life. He received the visits of 
Mr. Hollingsworth from time to time, not only 
-without repugnance, but with a growing sense of 
satisfaction. Swart Ned was now getting too old 
and too bewildered to guide his ** Galsy^ which were 
sold; and, as the Yeoman was persuaded by the 
vicar to part with his cocks, and to regulate his diet 
by Mr. Braithwaite's counsels, Ned found less to 
terrify him in the Yeoman's frenzied moods, and 
whispered to the vicar, " T' Yeoman's as meek as a 
lamb I " 

Of course Sally Parkinson had chief charge of the 
grand wedding-breakfast to the tenantry, colliers, 
quarry-men, farm-servants, and labourers of the 
two manors, and to the children of all the Sunday 
schools. 

The Cock of Rossendale and Nancy, Jonah Ingham 
and his wife, and Robert Dewhurst and Judith, had 
each charge of tables ; and Nathaniel presided at the 
feast of the Assheton tenants, while Mr. Holte (the 
father) would not accept any other oflSce than that of 
head of the Scarsdale tenants. The bray of the 
bands in Scarsdale Clough was deafening. The 
processions of tenantry, workmen, an.d Sunday 
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scholars seemed interminable. All assembled in 
Assbeton churchyard, where Barnabas and Susan 
hrnnblj awaited the arrival of several carriages, iliree 
of which were drawn by four horses, attended by 
gentlemen on horseback as outriders. Barnabas had 
repectfully but firmly declined to occupy the third 
carriage with Susan, which therefore came empty, 
but with peremptory orders fix)m Sir Guy and 
C!olonel Vavasour, that Barnabas and his wife, and 
Betty o' th' Scar Yead, were to be brought back in it. 
The young farmers who had been his Sunday scholars 
surrounded this carriage on their moorland ponies. 

Sir Guy Scarsdale gave away Susan as well as 
his own daughter. The vicar was assisted in the 
ceremony by a clergyman from Bolton-le-Moors, 
whose mild and reverent mien impressed all. The 
vicar left the church with Barnabas — ^gently enforced 
his entrance into the carriage amidst the shouts of 
the people — handed in Susan and Betty himself, and 
then occupied the remaining seat. Lord Pendle- 
borough, as soon as the ceremony was over, de- 
spatched a servant to Oliver Holte with a letter, and 
a most costly keepsake, inscribed, — 

Sir Guy Scarsdale and the Earl and Countess of 
Pendleboroughy to their tried friend Oliver Holte, 
July, 1827. 
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Another casket, containing a less lavish but 
beautiful present, bore this inscription, — 

Percy and Helen Vavasour^ to the Physician and 
Confessor of 1826. 

Are there any of our readers who would wish to 
follow the fortunes of Oliver Holte, Malvoisin, and 
Deloisir ? For the present the Oracle is dumb. 



THE END. 



fjm6on : Printed t>y Smith, Eldbb and Co., Little Green Arbour Court, E.C. 
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venturous."— Daiiy Kewt. 

" This volmme has the peculiarity that it intro- 
duces us into the Holy Land fl-om the other side 
of the world The Captain's descrip- 
tions are those of an eye-witness, and of a keenly 
observant one. They are admirably graphic, full 
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A brluM, fmh, uil h>|w[Dl book, worUiy or I "We reconmimd thsM tolnmsi to MroHl, u 
I (utluir. whoH aoiiga in oTIwisit tamnl un lite reiiiJt ol urnrul kod diligent sbiemtim 
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6 WOEES PUBLISHED BY 

©ajajfs and Stjaitli— continued^ 
Narrative of the Mission 

From the Govemor-Geoeral of India to the Conrt of Ava in 1855. 
Widi Notices of tbe Conntij, GoYemmait, aod People. 

Bi/ Captain Henry Yule, Bengal Engineers. 

Imperial 8vo, with Twenty-fonr Plates (Twelye coloured), Fiilj 
Woodcuts, and Four Maps. El^jantly bonod in cIoUi, widi 
gUt edges. Price ii. \2a. &d. 



HtttolcJxmiBLuitloiu. viAwdl-vriEI-CQ W'lrk 
■ptainTal* will bv/n ■ deep Interetl, wluLo 
hn HlUicill •mnomlflt.nuajitpber.Biifl mor- 






Hong Kong to Manilla. 

By Henry T. Ellis, R.N. 
Post 8to, with Fourteen IHustratioua. Price I2«. cloth. 

Antiquities of Kertch, 

And Researches in the Cimmerian BoaphorUH, 

By Duncan MePherson, M.D., 

Of the Madras Army, F.R.G.S., M.A.I. 
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** Kra. QaakeU na« produced one of the beat 
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diaregard every temptation wU eh inteUeet Uurowa 
in the way of women— how gentiroaalj and aotlr 
a human being can live under the preaanre of 
accumulated mlafortune— the record ta at hand ia 
'The Life of Charlotte BrontlL* ''—StUmrdrng 
Kevitw. 

" Mra. Oaakell haa done ber work well, fler 
narrative ia aimple, direct, intelligible. unafllBeted. 
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lug a tribute to the memory of Charlotte Brontt." 
—Froier'MMagagine. 
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"The new edition contains new matter of the 
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"One of the moat valuable biographies of the 
present day. This revised edition has several 
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flrom among Lord Metcaire's papers, in which his 
clear prescience of the dangers that threatened 



our Indian empire ia remarkably ahown."— £te- 
nomUt. 

" This edition is revised with care and Judgment. 
Mr. Kaye has judiciously set forth Lord MetcaUb*! 
views of the insecurity of our Indian empire." 
-Qlohe. 

" A much improved edition of one of the most 
interesting political biographies in EngUah 
literature."— AattonaZ Beview, 
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*' The biography ia replete with interest and 
Information, deserving to be perused by the stu- 
dent of Indian history, and sure to recommend 
itself to the Keneral TeeMBT."—AtheruBum. 

"One of tne most interesting of the recent 
biographies of our great Indian statesmen."— 
National Revieto. 

" This book deserves to participate in the popu- 



larity which it was the good fortune of Sir John 
Malcolm to er^oy."— Edinburgh Beview. 

" Mr. iCaye's biography is at once a oontribatioa 
to the history of our policy and dominion in the 
East, and a worthy memorial of one of those wise 
and large-hearted men whose energy and i»ia- 
ciple have made England grea,t."—J3rUi»A Quar^ 
terly Review, 
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A Mohamedan Gentleman; with an Account of his Visit to England. 

Edited by E. B. Eastwick, Esq. 

Third Edition, small post 8vo. Price 55. cloth. 

"Bead fifty volumes of travel, and a thonaaad 

imitatioaa of the Oriental novel, and you will not 

set the flavour of Eastern life and thought. <h> the 

loat. 01 SX«-TOTCAXk.QA,%Q\«ct«QUy as in LutfUllah's 

tKMV— liBoder, — —• • 



"This ia the flreahest and most original work 

that It has been our good fortune to meet with lor 

Jong. It bean every trace of being amo«t s«n\iiu« 

aooount of the fbeunga and doings ot tue auWioT, 

Latndlah ia by no meaoa aa ordinary apecimeiv ot 

his nce/'—BeonomUt, 
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The Elements of Perspective. 

With 80 Diagrams, crown 8to. Price 3s. Bd. cloth. 

lU code on tbe aulileat, ILU set Mmietrtc eltect leas tban of ouUtne."- Aii/f jVim. 

all ornrraadlDK uiil anlljnliis the nacoi- "TMahooh.prorideiliJ Mr.Euskln lOr then!* 

of k puI}UtAr IrfiHtlae u naa be mknooed pue, ThA lulea an niTBliMd in a short mittlia- 

itQDtly wltb ttid oUeol ctr prnMlcfil coin< mWuoril form, whiob nlll Tn InCeHtMCIe La ttn- 

leii. No bettM wsj ot blending Ibe two nonnreMoniibijiidTainjedinsooeruniBowlBljs." 



The Elements of Drawing. 

Sixth Thousand, crown 8yo, with DIuBtrations drawn by the Author. 
Price Is. 6d. cloth. 



Ikint lupATHdoi a mmater, ret tluit no Btudenl 
ft ftionU Imunoli rortb vlttaont Ibll work u B 
Lb wUI be found not only tui lnTa1nbM« aoqol. 



d pnAtlcal book 01 



utogFoo&ble ro:bdi]i<cr 

Modem Painters. 



VoL HI. OF MANY THINGS, with Eighteen lUmtrationB drawn by the 
Anthor, and engraved on Steel. Price 38». doth. 

Vol. rv. ON MOUNTAIN BEAUTY. Imperial Sto, with Thirty-flTe Hhu- 
trations engraved on Steel, and 116 WoodcaU, drawn by the 
Author. Price 2l. 10«. clolji. 



slrlki'iiK ttntSn art"— ^(jjJQuorliT&Ktc™. " ■nS'wiwlI !• r 



LyenjreeiOio, 

IB palmer iDDrB tholuhU or brUUanl dQaenpttonfl 1 
wOl train man viA eloqiunt mormi HjjpUcatioD of tf 



' Uvoiy one who nant nbODt nature, or poBtir^ irork treats Dhledr of monnlalD AceiiAn-, ol 

tbe BtoTT of bnmau f1eva(<ipTDeDt-ftT«T one dlaonaun an iBaAtb tba priDcdplea lUTolVfid m C 

iphABatinge of bleroturfl or pbllOApby, will pleaBura wo derlvt rrom TDOuntMns nud tbi 

d •(jDothlng UiBt Ij (Or him In IheM •olumei." picMrbil repreientnllor 

■x'^io'^aV' ri "I" ■U'l«. 'fi' bem-li aj 

letroUnx mtnd; he la undenliUly CTticII«l In HoaaAirm IrntUtlbIa altra 

. mndamenuu ideoa; full of the deepeat ■■Coiiilderedaaui111uatFai.cu<viuui<.,<.uc.wui., 

'erenc* fbr all that appean to bloi be&utlful |i (he moat »Dihrk&bla vhleb Mr. auBhJn baa ye 

Iboly. UlialylelLBeiiaual, clear, bold. roey. iavoed. Tte plataa ooO woo^cuta are proTnBe. Am 

'- ^^oBkl" la Dno or the lint writera of the InclDda nanuroua drawings or mountalD furlD bj 

ill. tt i> to be taoEed, will rud the back for tioUj'oii a'rtlai. £e 1> an' unlqne man. boll 

^DHl>e>. ThBywinandUwellnorlBaoarolal -^^--^-!'-- --- -E..-_ .. .^li,-,— 
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JLl[t — continued. 

WORKS OF MR. RUSKIN— co/i/muc^. 

The Two Paths : 

Being Lectures on Art, and its relation to Manufectures and 

DeooratioiL 
One vol., crown 8vo, with Two Steel Engravings. Price Is, 6d. cloth. 

fervid eloq aencfl which h*8 so nuiteriaOy oontri* 
bat«dto the anthor*B repatatlon."— IVeaa. 

** The * Tiro Path* * eonteins ma<di rtoqueBfc oe* 
•eriptlon. plaeee in a clear lisht Mme forgcMaa or 
nesleetad trnthe, and. like tdl Mr. Rnslcin^s hocktt 



" The meaning of the title of this book is, that 
there are two eonree e open to the artist, one of 
whlen wiU lead hint to all th^t i« noUe In wrt, and 
win Inelilentally exalt his moral nature; while 
the other will deteriorate his work and nelp to 
throw obctaolee in the waj of hit individual 
morality. . . . Thef all contain many usefttl 
distlnetlonB, acute remarks, and valuable tugges- 
tioma, and are everywhere lit up with that glow of 



negl 

is eminently miggttitAye.**—LUerarjf Cktzeite. 

** This book is well ealenlated to enoonrsge the 
humblest worker, and stimulate him to arttatie 
eflbrt."— Leader. 



The Stones of Venice. 

Complete in Three Volumes, Lnperial 8vo, with Fifty-three Plates and 
numerouBWoodcuts,drawnby the Author. Price 5/. 16s. 6d. cloth. 

EACH VOL (THE HAT BE HAD SBPABATELY. 

VoL L THE FOUNDATIONS, with 21 Plates. Price 2/. 2*. 2nd Edition. 
Vein. THE SEA STOmES, with 20 Plates. Price 2/. 2«. 
VoL ni. THE FALL, with 12 Plates. Price 1/. ll«. ed. 

** nie ' stones of Venice ' is the proauotion of an 
earnest, religione. pro^pressive, ana informed mind. 
Hie anthor of this essay on architecture hns con- 
densed it into a poetic apiireh«!nsiun, the ftnitof 
awe of God, and delight in nature ; a knowledge, 
love, and Just estimate of art; a holding fast to 
fact and repudiation of hearsay; an historic 
breadth, and a fearless challenge of existing social 
problems, whose union we know not where to find 
pnnXleilea."— Spectator. 

The Seven Lamps of Architecture. 

Second Edition, with Fourteen Plates drawn by the Author. Imp. 8vo. 

Price 11. Is, cloth. 



" This book is one which, perhaps, no other maa 
could have written, and one for which tte worU 
ought to be and will be thankfuL It is ia tiie 
highest degree eloquent, aeut^ stImnlatiBg to 
thought, and fertile in suggestion. It wiU, ws 
are convinced, elevate taste and intelleet, raise 
the tone of moral feeling, kindle benevolense 
towards men, and increase the love and fear of 
Qod."— Timet. 



"By 'The Seven Lamps of Architecture.' we 
understand Mr. Buskin to mean the Seven lunda* 
mental and cardinal laws, the obi!>ervance of and 
obedience to which are Indispensabletothe archi* 
tect, who would deserve the name. The politician. 



the moralist, the divine, will find in it ample store 
of instructive matter, as well as the artist. The 
author of this work belongs to a class of thinkers 
of whom we have too few amongst us."— 
Examiner. 



Lectures on Architecture and Painting. 

With Fourteen Cuts, drawn by the Author. Second Edition, crown 8vo. 

Price 85. 6d. cloth. 



" Mr. Buskin's lectures— eloquent, graphic, and 
impassioned— exposing and ridiculing some of the 
vices of our present system of building, and 
exeiting his hearers by strong motives of duty and 
ptoasure to attend to architecture— are very 
sucoassfiiL"— JESeo4ioi»l«^. 



" We conceive it to be impossible that any intel- 
ligent persons could listen to the lectures, how* 
ever they mightdiffierftvm the Judgments asserted 
and fi-om the general propositions laid down, 
without an elevating influence and an aroused 
enthusiasm."- ^j>ectator. 



The Political Economy of Art. 

Price 25. Qd. cloth. 



*' A most able, eloquent, and well-timed work. 
We hail it with satisfaction, thinking it calculated 
to do much practical good, and weoordially reeom- 
inend it to our readers."— Witnes*. , . 

"We never quit Mr. Buskin without \>fcVn8 t\v« 
better tor what ho has told us, andt\ieTretor© w« 



recommend this little volume, like all his othei 
works, to the perusal of our readen."—Beonomitt. 
" This book, daring, as it is, glances keenbr st 
Vt\xvcjVn\«&,otNi\vVc\v«Q\nA«.T« among the arneles 
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Expositions of St. Paul's Epistles to 
the Corinthians. 

Bi/ the late Rev. Fred. W. Robertson. 

One thick Volume, post 8vo. Price 10a. &d. cloth. 

fiUili ■■ Ifl the lUfldard of thi>aKbtrulD«H BDd vUiglfl TDliuofl liiitMiir would utaUlab ft rvpittl^ 
Dl-fglnftlit^ wliiali «B upeab In everTtliiAf that ■ tlonforitj vrllBT." 

Sermons : 

B^ the late Rev. Fred. W. Robertson, A.M., 

Incumbent of Trinity Chapel, Brighton. 
FIRST SERIES.— ScTcnth Edition, post 8to. Price 9s. cloth. 
SECOND SERIES.— Seventh Edition. Price 9a. cloth. 
THIRD SERIES.— Fifth Edition, post 8vo, with Pott^ait. Price 9s. 
cloth. 

raftory farm ut rriMjrlDul t«44l)hLff 'w^lRh U:i- thoutrntt anoftdn f«tT <mUu, ftUa^BnW OM 

ninftcenlii conlurj has al«i.-tliB nn.at »-lfU. ofU»trMkrtWJlMm«mo«B«.»-e«^(BJI. 

■uiigeiillve, mill ^'""•■■'3- -'Sf'nli'a Sii.'iP» - W« toll OM » UlUm mat M •»"'"■« to 

p^nisfll Dfoiir r&Ad«rPr Thty nin Tliid In tliern the DUftmnA woruorft ailBiai»l aiBkBTikat 

tituuKlit ornrnre and beAuttful dc»cK]>tioii. &n to tba puihnate deea-bRHd Tohw of an mnaat 

uainoiineis ur mini BtHuiruai in [he Bonrrli ol hunuu •onU'^^HiiAfv* C*HM«ini Hataaiiu. 

Sermons : 

Preached at Lincoln's Inn Chapel. 

By the Rev. F. D. Maurice, M.A. 

First Seriei, 2 vols., poet 8td, price 21s., cloth. 
Siicond Series, 2 vols., post 8vo, price 2l3., cloth. 
Third Series, 2 vols., post 8vo, price 2l8., clolh. 

" Is it not Written ? " 

Being the Testimony of Scripture against the Errors of Komanism. 

Btf the Rev. Edward S. Fryce. 

Po3t 8vo. Price 6s., cloth. 

The Province of Reason ; 

A Reply to Mr. Mansell'e Bampton Lecture. 

By John Young, LL.D,, Edin., 

Author of " The Mystery ; or, Evil and God." Post 8vo. Pri.cft 6*., 
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On the Strength of Nations. 

Bi/ Andrew Bisset^ M.A. 

Post 8vo. Price 95. cloth. 



" We can uMiy reoommend the penual of thit 
work to aU who nave not maturely oonaidered the 
vuhleet. It will eet them thinkuig In the right 
direetion."— Da«jr Nem», 

** Fnquent ooneurrenoe with him, and general 
ajmpauur with his Tiewe, even where we do not 
aeoept hla prineiples, dispoae oa to reocnnmend 
Hr. Biaaet's hook for perusal."- /fjMeta (or. 

"Mr. Biaaet has OMlt with thia important 



•uUeetinawagr that win be equally aoeeptaUe 
to the scholar and the true eoonomiat."— Ifora* 
i0Uf Star. 

'^ We oommend most heartilj Xr. Blaaef s abk 
ro\vane."—Bxamin«r. 

**A work exhiMting eonaidermble reaesrck; 
manjr of the author's viewa will he fovuid eotreet. 
and ralnahle at the present moment.**— £tt«rarr 
Oawette. 



Social Innovators and their Schemes. 

Bj/ William Lucas Sargant. 

Post 8vo. Price 10«. 66?. cloth. 



** Kr. Sargant haa written a yerr usefta sketch. 
His hook is impartial, pleasantly written, and 
exedlently arranged."— >Sttti«rday Stfoimo. 

** It has the merit of going deep into the suMeet 
natter at one of its moat vital points ; and it is 



this merit that oonatitatea the apeeial valne of 
Mr. Sarauit's hook. His viewa are sensiMe and 
sound, thor are brought fbrward elearly ud dia> 
passionAtehr, with qnlat Tigonr and telBng ilhu- 
tratioiu"— Press. 



Lectures and Addresses. 

Bt/ the late Rev. Fred. W. Robertson. 

Post 8vo. Price 7s. 6c?. cloth. 



" These lectures and addresses are marked by 
the same qualities that made ihe author's ser- 
mons so justly and so widely popular. They 
manifest the same earnest, libertil spirit, the 
ardent love or truth, the lucid eloquence, the wide 
sympathy, and singleness of purpose."— 14^. Oax. 



** They throw some new light on the eonstits- 
tion or Kobertson's mind, and on the direction in 
which it was unfolding itself."— Saturday Revier. 

" In these addresses we are xladdened by rare 
liberality of view and range or aympathy oddlj 
expressed."- Dai^]^ Telegraph, 



Quakerism, Past and Present : 

Being an Inquiry into the Causes of its Decline. 

By John S. Rowntree. 

Post 8vo. Price ha. cloth. 

t* This Essay gained the First Prize of One Hundred Guineas 
offered for the best Essay on the subject. 



-•o«- 



The PecuUum : 

An Essay on the Causes of the Decline of the Society of Friends. 

By Thorrwbs Hancock. 

Post 8vo. Price 65. cloth. 
*^* This Essay gained tlae ^eeond P^t.^ of Fifty Guineas, wliich was 
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Jndia mi ih fei 

Christianity in India. 

R/ John William Kaye. 

8vo. Price 16s. cloth. 



*' Mr. Kaye baa written a history of the develop- 
xiient of Ohristianity in India by all its agencies 
and all its manifestations. . . . His whole 
narratire is eloquent and informing, and he has 
again made a valuable use of his great oppor- 
tunities and indisputable talents, so that his book 
will probably become a standard authority."— 

** The author traces the history of Ohristian 
Missions in India Trom their earliest oommence- 
ment down to the present time, with a Ught 



and graceful pen, and is not wearisomely minute, 
but Judiciously discriminative."— AtA^msMm. 

" Mr. Kaye's is, in many respects, an able book, 
and it is likely to prove a very useful one. Mr. 
Kaye is not only most instructive trom his fomi- 
liarity with all points of detail, but he sees and 
judges everything as it waa seen andJudged by 
the great statesmen whose wisdom has made 
British government possiblein Indian,"— Saturdap 
Beview, 



The Religious Aspects of Hindu 

Philosophy. 

By the Rev. Joseph Mullens^ 

Author of " Missions in Soufli India." 1 vol. [_Now ready. 

District Duties during the Revolt 

In the North-West Provinces of India. 

By H. Dundas Robertson, Bengal Civil Service. 

Post 8vo, with a Map. Price 95. cloth. 



"To all who desire interesting information on 
Indii we commend this vo\vimH."—AtheHCBUim. 

" An exceedingly valuable book, of vital interest 
to the empire of Britain in the East."— IZItMtrated 
New$ of tke World. 



expresses them with point and clearness, on 
many disputed questions connected with the 
revolt."— Sconomist, 

' " Few men h»ve such a tale of hardship, en- 
durance, and peril to relate, and few men are 



Mr.Bobertaon haa opinions of his own, and I better calculated to do it Ju8tice."—lfomi]H>r Pio«^. 



Narrative of the Mutinies in Oude. 

R/ Captain G. Hutchinson, 

Military Secretary, Oude. 
Published by Authority. Post 8vo. Price 10^. cloth. 

Campaigning Experiences 

In Rajpootana and Central India during the Suppression of the 

Mutiny in 1857-8. 

By Mrs. Henry Duberly, 

Author of a " Journal kept during the Russian War." 
Post 8vo, with Map. Price IO5. 6d cloth. 



"Mrs. Puberiy'B * Campaigning Bzperu 
IS a pleasant, chatty little volume."— Omc. 
** Mrs. Duberly has produoed a very rea 



anderenunuiiagTolamo. Indeed, 



very 
• it IB 



readable 
noteuy 



to lay it aside when onoe opened, and there can 
be Uttle doubt that it will attain a GonBider«h\A 
clronlatloiu"— iV«««» 



A WORKS PUBLISHED BY 

Jndia and the <fya^—contimied. 
Papers of the late Lord Metcalfe. 

Bj/ John William Kaye. 

Price 1£«. dodi. 

I ^iimlillw mst'/'^ at B pbUonpliioal lUtH- 
n tii. w o iHUmn libnjT ahuiUd be wltbout n." 

Personal Adventures 

During the Indian Rebellion in Rohilcund, Futtehghur, and Onde. 

By W. Edwards, Esq., B. C. S. 

Fourth Edition, post 8to. Price Gs. cloth. 



and tta iMkoi of idflvrina aIiboA liuHdUilH, 




Umidi-i IK..— ~ .- 

deapt* iDtsmltdjr aBlAjdH or i 



A Lady's Escape from Gwalior 

During the Mutinies of 1857. 

By Mrs. Coopland. 
Post 8vo. Price 10a. 6d. 



hinon olUie gn»i IndlHUMboUi™."- 



The Crisis in the Punjab. 

By Frederick H. Cooper, Esq., C.S., Umritsir. 

Post 8to, with Map. Price 7s. 6rf. cloth. 

"TiBlK>o»!.fullorterriblelnterttt. Tie hm- I "One oTllie moil InUronlngMKl iplrll^lnAl 
mil"l.'riiU i/tba moSwrSlo *ffi™i."~ I Sie»«. ' ■l'"'"* " a eepor muttni. - 

Views and Opinions of Gen. Jacob, C.B. 

Edited by Captain Lewis Felly. 
Demy 8vo. Price 12s. cloth. 

UtIureHlerdutmMUilia » jeeplnlo tUslnie- KbpIbtIsIi uTIti eelf-eonflileMe, in lu i~ul 

ilir eC the mini of ■ BaM '■•"• !^ *'" ""l" ten.o. uiA In lie aovolMmM ts g mj aetfonel 

moni^BUiK* vHh tbn'Tlen mid Opiniou ol bouuuriiadthBEuUioiiKd. The book ■hoaldbe 

GiSioni Jfic»V"— ff'o^. tiudledbr 4UvaoanbitBT«ud fn tlr^ -^^^.^r 



I lgdli."-Jtol(r /rem 
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Jttdia anil ih^ (M.— continued. 

British Rule in India. 

By Harriet Martineau. 

Sixth Thousand. Price 25. 6df. cloth. 

*«* A reliable olas8«book for examination in the history <A British Tndla. 
'*A good compendium of a great snhjeot.**— I "A suooinct and comprehensire Tolume; 
National Review, ■ Leader, 

The English in Western India: 

Being the Early History of the Factory at Surat, of Bombay. 

By Philip Anderson^ AJd. 

Second Edition, 8vo. Price 14s. cloth. 

" Quaint, onrious, and amusing, this rolnme 
deseribes, fW>m old mannsoripts and obscure 
books, the life of English merchants in an Indian 
ractory. It contains firesh and amusing gossip. 



all bearing on events and charaolera ikf hteioriMl 
importance."— iUtefMBiMR. 
"^ A book of parmanent Talue.* 



%%% 



Life in Ancient India. 

By Mrs. Spier. 

With Sixty Illustrations by G. Scharf. 
8vo. Price 15s., elegantly bound in cloth, gilt edges. 



"Whoever desires to have the best, the oom 

getest, and the most popular view of what 
riental scholars have made known to us respect- 
ing Ancient India must peruse the work of Mrs. 



Speir; in which he will find the story told in 
clear, correct, and unaffected English. The book 
is admirably got \ip."—JExa»iner, 



The Parsees : 

Their History, Eeligion, Manners, and Customs. 

By Dosabhoy Framjee. 

Post 8vo. Price 10s. cloth. 



"Our author's account of the inner life of the 
Parsees will be read with interest."— JDoi^j/ATno*. 

" A very curious and well- written book, by a 
young Parsee, on the manners and customs of 
his own njoe,"— National Review, 



"An acceptable additlom to onr Uteratne. It 

£ves information which many win be fpad to 
ire careftilly gathered together, and formed Into 
a shapely •whom,"—Eeonomi9t, 



Tiger Shooting in India. 

By Lieutenant William Rice^ 25th Bombay iVT. /. 

Super-royal 8vo. With Twelve Plates in Chromo-lithography. 

10s. 6c?. cloth. 

" These adventures, told in handsome large | reading as any record of sporting achlewnen^^ 
print, with spirited ohromo«lithographs to illos- 
irate them, make the volume before us as pleasant 



reading as any record of s 
we have ever taken 1m handj 



Indian Scenes and Charaxjters, 

By Prince Alexis Soltykoff. 

Sixteen Plates in Tinted Lithography, with Descriptions. 

Edited by E. B. Eastwick, Esq., F.R.S. 

Colombier folio. Prints, 10s.; proofe (only Fif^ Copies printed), 16». 
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^tal mi (Pnitarg. 



England and her Soldiers. 

By Harriet Martineau. 

With Three Plates of Illustrative Diagrams. 1 vol, crown 8vo, 

price 95. cloth. 



" The pnrpoM with which Miss Martineaa has 




whole TCrtnme one line of inrective against indiri 
duals or <da8ses. No candid reader can deny that 
this eflbrt has been made opportunely, ably, and 
discreetly."— fl^»ecto<or. 

" The book is remarkable for the dear, compre- 
bensire way in which the subject is treated. 
Great credit is due to Miss Marttnean for haTing 
so oompMtly, so spiritedly , with so mueh truth <» 



detail, and at the same time so mueh foree, plsMd 
the matter before the public in this Interestiss 
and well-timed yolameJ'—Skippiitff and Jfereot* 
tile Gazette. 

" Miss Martineau has worked out her subject 
with ooursjce, power, and conaeienttoDsnen. 
Faithful in fact and noh in sugsestion, she hai 

flven us in this volume a very valuable additios 
our present store of knowledge as the eondsft 
and condition of the Crimean troopa."— X««rwy 
Oiueette, 



Narrative of the Siege of Delhi. 

jB^ the Rev. J. E. W. Rottoriy 

Chaplain to the Delhi Field Force. 

Post 8vo, with a Plan of the City and Siege Works. 

Price 10s. 6c?. cloth. 



*' A simple and touching statement, which bears 
the impress of truth in every word. It supplies 
some of those perHonal anecdotes and minute 
details which brluK the events home to the under- 
standing."— ^^Aen <?«»». 



" ' The Chaplain's Narrative * Is remarkable for 
its pictures of men in amoral and religious aepect, 
during the progress of a harassing si^^ and 
when suddenly stricken down by the enemy or 
disease."— ^p«ctotor. 



The Defence of Lucknow : 

By Captain Thomas F. Wilson^ IZth Bengal N.L 

Assistant Adjutant-General. 
Sixth Thousand. With Plan. Small post 8vo. Price 2s. 6^. 



" The Staff-Offlcer's Diary is simple and brief, 
and has a special interest, inasmuch as it gives a 
fuller account than we have elsewhere seen of 
those operations which were the chief human 
means of salvation to our fi'ieuds in Lucknow. 



The StafT-OflBcer brings home to us, by his details, 
the nature of that unaerground contest, upon tha 
result of which the fate ofthe beleaguered garrison 
especially depended."— fdramtntfr. 



Eight Months' Campaign against the 
Bengal Sepoys during the Mutiny, 



1857. 



By Colonel George Bourchiery C.B. 

Bengal Horse Artillery. 
With Plans. Post 8vo. Price 7^. M, cloth. 



"OoL Bourchier describes the various opera- 
tions with a modest forgetfblness of self as 

plsatins and as rare as the clear manly style in 1 will derive mueh pleasure and instraettoat fh» 
wldSilhey are narrat6d."-i4t«rafy QoMettt, \ hit VM^'-AOmmtm, •'•wmwu uv- 



'Col. Bourchier has given a right manly fWr, 
and forcible statement of events, and thereader 
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StpL 
Annals of British Legislation : 

A ClasBified Summary of Parliamentary Papers. 

Edited hy Leone Levi. 

Tlie ycai'Iy issue consists of 1,000 pages, super-royal 8vo, and the 

Subscription is Two Guineas, payable in advance. The Tbir^- 

litlh Part is just issued, commencing the Third Year's Issue. 
Vols I to rV may be had Price M 4s cloth 

ry uaHytukilnitFnftHgvLd 

-d li«ltlijEr«liiH««naw( ,_ 

nu nldfr. nwfU iBtMytlinB poruiHWIuinlkrM 

1 a^S^|«^^^£ffiSK 



A Handbook of Average. 

With a Cliapt«r on Arbitration. 

By Manley Hopkins. 

Second Edition, Revised and brought down to the present time. 

8vo. Price 15s. cloth ; 17s. M. half-bound luw calf. 

Manual of the Mercantile Law 

Of Great Britain and Ireland. 

By Leone Levi, Esq. 

8vo. Price 12s. cloth. 

<ii"«H; reqalHlts In m'«< or tnoll plaflH. *ad "It DrptMtB&fUrflummur of the iHW on I 
petlluDUHin none."— JflAKmni. L Bn*tiul3jactDrtth1cLUtrB&xt."— £a«jtfafiffi 

Laws of War 

ASecting Commerce and Shipping. 

By H. J^erly Thomson. 

Second Edition, greatly enlarged. 8to. Price 4s. Gd. boards. 



WOBKS PfJBLIBHED BT 



jiute. 



Tmnsfonnation ; 

or, the Romance of Moato Beni. 

^ Nathaniel Hawthorne, 

Author of tte " Scarlet Letter," &c. Third Edition. In 3 vols. 

la l£a» W (In <u •lllur rrm BniU-II, rmuh. tiiIMH,i<rHWiaiuWtll9i1 pl>»."— ^rI./H«M 






_ _ ID In IklB o»n flveoiad 

j;^ .?-l_,..«.«l?!WL»?.^... 



"Tboniftiwwtift of bill* iAh* ai^^M-yi 

IMtrauinnialilditubinlhclt'dBUlMaiMr 



Netley Hall ; 

or, The Wife's Sister. Foolscap 8vo. 6a., cloth. 

Against Wind and Tide. 

By Holme Lee, 

Author of " Sylvan Holt's Daughter." 3 vols. 



Jt'K" Slb""''A'"iii»tw'ln3'B'D'd'TiSi"'"A 



"To all itlio iin)rsoUitE s powertuUi rnntn- 
™!^"-4;..! ™" "uu iw IttriJ nam- 



Grey mo re : 

A Story of Country Life. Three volumea. 



Esmond. 

By W. M. Thackeray. 

\. New Edition, boing the third, in 1 vol. crowa 8vo. Price Cs. clolh- 



;^%rU'.': 
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Jl^^ttt fttlrlqEtians. 



VOYAGES AND TBAVELS. 



Visit to Salt Lake. 

Being a Jonmey across the Plains to 

the Mormon Settlements at Utah. 

By William ChancUess, 

Post 8vo, with a Map. 2s. 6d. cloth. 
** Itr. 0h»ndle8s is an impartial observer of the 
Hormons. ' He sives a ftiU account of the nature 
of the eountiy, the religion of the Mormons, their 

{;ovemment, institutions, moraUty.and thesingu- 
ar relationship of the sexes, with its conse- 
quences."— CH^ic. 

"Those who would understand what Morrao- 
aisin is can do no bettor than read this authen- 
tio, though Ught and lively volume."— Leader. 

*' It impresses the reader as laIthfUl."—iVationa/ 
jtevitWm 

Memorandums in Ireland. 

By Sir John Forbes, 
Two vols, post 8vo. Price IZ. I*, cloth. 

The Argentine Provinces. 

By William McCann, Esq. 

Two vols, post 8vo, with niustrations. 
Price 248, cloth. 

Germany and the Tyrol. 

By Sir John Forbes, 

Post Svo, with Map and View. 
Price lOs. 6d. cloth. 

" Sir John Forbes' volume ftaiyjustlfles its title. 
Wherever he went he visited sights, and has ren- 
dered a fAithf ul and extremely interesting account 
of them."— I«<erary QatgetU, 



The Eed River Settlement. 

By Alexander Boss. 
One vol. post 8 va Price 5». cloth . 

" The snl](]ect is novel* curious, and not without 
Interest, while a strong sense of the real obtains 
throughout."— i^Mctoto**. 

"The history of the Bed Biver Settlement \% 
remarkable, if not unique, among ooloniid 
records."— £{<0rari^ Gazette. 

" One of the most interesting of the romances 
of civilization."— O&Mfrer. 

Fur Hunters of the West. 

By Alexander Ross. 

Two vols, post Svo, with Map and 

Plate. Price 10*. erf. cloth. 

"A well-written narrative of most exciting ad- 
ventures."— Oitardtan. 

"A narrative ftiU of incident and dangerous 
adventure."— Xtterory Gazette. 

Campaign in Asia. 

By Charles Duncan, Esq, 
Post 8vo. Price 2s, 6d, clotti. 



The Columbia Biver. 

By Alexander Boss, 
Post 8vo. Price 2«. 6dL doth. 



Travels in Assam. 

By Major John Butler. 
One vol. Svo, with Plates. 12«. cloth. 



-*<>•' 



BIOGBAPHT. 

Life of Sir Kobert Peel. I Woman in France. 



By Thomas Doubleday, • 
Two vols. Svo. Price 18*. cloth. 

Women of Christianity 

Exemplary for Piety and Charity. 

By Julia Kavanagh, 

Post Svo, with Portraits. Price bs, in 

embossed cloth. 



By Julia Kavanagh, 

Two vols, post Svo, with Portraits. 

Price 12«. cloth. 

The Novitiate; 

Or, the Jesuit in Training. 

By Andrew Steinmetz. 

Third Edition, post Svo. 25. 6(/. cloth. 



b2 
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WORKS PUBLISHED BY 



SEUGIOUS. 



Historic Notes 

On the Old and New Testament. 

Bif Samuel Sharpe, 

3rd and Revised Edition. Syo. 7«. cL 

Sermons. 

JBt/ the Rev. C. B, Taylor. 
Author of ''Records of a Good Man's 

Life." 
12mo. Price 1«. 6</. 

Signs of the Times ; 

Or, The Dangers to Relifdous Liberty 

in the Present Day. 

By Chevalier Bunsen. 

Translated by Miss S. Winkworth. 

One vol. 8vo. Price 5«. cloth. 



Sermons on the Church. 

By the Rev. R. W. Evans. 
Syo. Price 10*. 6</. 

Tauler*s Life and Sermons. 

Translated by Miss Susanna 
Winkworth. 
With Preface by Rev. C. Kisgslbt. 
Small 4to, printed on Tinted Paper. 

and bound in Antique Style, with 

red edges, suitable for a Present 

Price 78, 6d. 



■*o^ 



Testimony to the Truth of 
Christianity. 

Fourth Edition, feap 8vo. 3*. cloth. 



■•o*- 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



The Life of J. Deacon 
Hume. 

By the Rev. Charles Badhani. 
Post 8vo. Price 95. cloth. 

•' A masterly piece of biographical narrative. 
To minute and conscientious indUNtry in search- 
ing out factR. Mr. Badham coujoinn the atTrnc- 
tions of a graceful style and a bincere liking for 
the task he has in hand. He has produced one of 
the mo*t useful aud Judicious biographies exrant 
in our literature, peculiarly lull of beauties, auu 
peculiarly ftree Irom faults."— ^f;a«. 

The Life of Mahomet. 

And History of Islam to the Era of 

the Hegira. 

By W. Minr, Esq., Bengal C. S. 

Vols. 1 and 2. 8vo. Price 32*. cloth. 

"The most perfect life of Mahomet in the 
Englishlanguage, or perhaps in any other. . . . 
The work is at once learneid and interesting, and 
it cannot fail to be eagerly perused by all person ^ 
having any pretensions to historical knowledge." 
—Ob$erver. 

The Education of the 
Human Race. 

Now first Translated from the 

Germxin of Lessing. 
Fcap. 8vo, antique cloth. Price As. 

"*rhis invaluable tract."— CW<»c. 

"A little book on a great sul]dect, and one which, 
in its day, exerted no slight influence upon Euro- 
pean thought."— /n^tttrer. 

" Au agreeable and flowing translation of one 
of Lesiing's finest Miwuis*."— National Review. 



William Burke the Author 
of Junius. 

By Jelinger C. Symons. 
Square. Price Ss. 6d. cl. 

"A week's reflection, and a second reading ^^ 
Mr, Symons's book, have strengthened our o* 
viction that he has proved his ca.He."—SpectaUfr. 

" By diligently comparing the letters of Jiuri" 
with the private correspondence of Kdmrni 
Burke, he has elicited certain parallel psasuK 
of which it 18 impossible to evade the tipBr 
flcance."— 2/iierttry Quzettc. 

The Oxford Museum. 

By H. W. Aclandy M.D., and I 

Ruskin, A.M. 
Post 8vo, with Three Illustrationi 
Price 2s. 6rf. cloth. 

" There is as much significance in the occssW 
of this little volume as interest iu the bookitaelL' 
—Spectator. 

" Every one who cares for the advance of tm* 
learning, and desires to note an onward <* 
should buy and read this little volume "— Jfort* 
ing Herald. 



Goethe's Conversations 
with Eckermann. 

Translated by John Oxenford. 
Two vols, post 8fo. Price S*. clotii. 

True Law of Population. 

By Thomas Doubleday. 
Thurd Edition, 8vo. Price 6«. cloth. 



\ 
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Poetics : 

An Essay on Poetry. 

By E. S, Dallas, 
Post 8vo. Price 2*. 6d. cloth. 



-*c^ 



Juvenile Delinquency. 

The Prize Essays. 

By M, Hill and C. F. Cornwallis. 
Post 8vo. Price 6«. cloth. 



-*<>*- 



The Endowed Schools of 
Ireland. 



By 



Harriet Martineau, 
8vo. Price 3*. 6rf. cloth boards. 

" The ftriends of education wiU do well to possess 
themselves of this book."— 5p«ctator. 



E uropean Revolutions 
of 1848. 

By E, S, Cayley, Esq, 
Crown Svo. Price 6«. cloth. 



*' Mr. Caylejr has evidently studied his suliiJect 
e has con 
idphilosop] 
of an important 



/ley 
thoroughly, he 
interesting and 
iug history 
Quarterlv. 
" Two instructive volumes."— 06«erwr. 



an 



has consequently produced 

unpretend 



El 
epoch.** — JVmc 



The Court of Henry VIII. : 

Being a Selection of the Despatches 
of Sebastian Giustinian, Venetian 
Ambassador, 15 1 5-1 519. 

Translated by Rawdon Brown. 

Two vols, crown Svo. Price 21*. cloth. 



Principles of Agriculture ; 

Especially Tropical. 
By B, Lovell Phillips, M.B. 
Demy Svo. Price Is, 6d, cloth. 

The Bombay Quarterly 
Review. 

Nos. 1 to 9 at 6*.; 10 to 14, 6«. each. 

Hints for Investing Money. 

By Francis Playford, 
Second Edition, post S vo. 2«. 6d. cloth. 

Men, Women, and Books. 

By Leigh Hunt, 
Two vols. Price 10*. cloth. 



Table Talk. By Leigh Hunt. 
Price 38, 6rf. doth. 

Austria. By Thompson. 
Post Svo. Price 12«. 

Social Evils. 

By the Rev, C, B, Tayler. 
In Parts, each complete. Is, each, cloth. 

I.— THE MEOHANIC. 

II.-THB LADY AND THE LADY'S MAID. 
III.— TUB PASTOU OF DRONFBLLS. 

v.— THE COUNTRY TOWN. 
VI.— LIVE ANJi LBT LIVE; OB, ThB MiLV* 
CHS8TBB WBAVBBS. 

VII.-THE LEASIDE FARM. 



ORIENTAL AND COLONIAL. 



Suggestions towards the 
Government of India. 

By Harriet Martineau. 
Second Edition, demy Svo. 6s. cloth. 

Lectures on New Zealand. 

By William Swainson, Esq, 
Crown Svo. Price 2^. 6rf. cloth. 

Victoria, 

And the Australian Gold Mines in 1857. 

By William Westgarth, 
Post Svo, with Maps. 10«. 6</. cloth. 



Australian Facts and 
Prospects ; 

With the Author's Australian Auto- 
biography. 

By R, H, Home, 

Author of " Orion," "The Dreamer 
and the Worker," &c. 

Small post Svo. Price 5s. cloth. 



New Zealand and its 
Colonization. 

By William Swainson, Esq, 
Demy Svo. Price 14*. cloth. 
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WORKS PUBUSHBD BT 



ORIEHTAL AN9 (XSdMIALr^itomimued. 



The Commerce of India 
with Europe, 

And its Folitical KfTects. 

By B. A. Irving^ Esq. 

Post 8vo. Price 7*. 6<i. cloth. 



t^% 



The Cauvery, Kistnah, and 
Godavery : 

Being a Report on the Works con- 
structed on those Rivers, for the 
Irrigation of Provinces in the Pre- 
sidency of Madras. 
By R. Baird Smith, F.G.S., 

Lieut.-Col. Bengal Engineers, &c. &c. 

Demy 8vo, with 19 Plana. 28«. cloth. 

The BMhTTopes; 

Or, Buddhist Monuments of Central 

India. 

By Major Cunningham. 

One vol. 8 70, with Thirty-three Plates. 
Price SOs. cloth. 

The Chinese and their 
Eehellions. 

By Thomas Taylor Meadows. 

One thick yolume, 870, with Maps. 
Price 18«. cloth. 

Traits and Stories of 
Anglo-Indian Life. 

By Captain Addison, 
With Eight Illustrations. 2^. 6d. cloth. 



Infanticide in India. 

By Br. John Wilson. 
Demy 8to. Price 12«. 

Grammar and Dictionary 
of the Malay Language. 

By John Crawfwrd, Esq. 
Two vols. 8vo. Price 36«. cloth. 



WORKS OF DB. 70BBES BOTLE. 

Culture and Comineree of 
Cotton in India* 

8vo. Price 18». cloth. 

Fihrous Plants of India. 

Fitted for Cordage, Clothing, and 

Paper. 
8yo. Price 12«. cloth. 

The Resources of India. 

Super-royal 8vo. Price 14«. doth. 

Review of the Measures 

Adopted in India for the ImpioTed 

Culture of Cotton. 

8vo. Price 2«. 6<2. clotih. 

Rangoon. 

By Lieut. W. F. B, Laurie. 
Post 8yo> with PUtes. 28, 6</. doth. 




By Lieut. W. F. B, Laurie. 
Post 8vo. Price 14*. cloth. 



The Theory of Caste. 

By B. A. Irving^ Esq, 
Price 5». cloth. 



8vo. 



-•o^ 



Indian Exchange Tables. 

By J. H> Eoherts. 

8vo. Second Edition, enlarged. 
Price 10*. 6rf. cloth. 



The Turkish Interpreter; 

A Grammar of the Turkish Language. 

By Major Boyd, 

8vo. Price 12*. 

Indian Commercial Tables. 

By James Bridgnell. 
Royal 870. Price 21«., half-bound. 



SMITH, ELDER AND COi 



23 



NAVAL AND MILITAET. 



Gunnery in 1S58 : 

A Treatise on Rifles, Cannon, and 
Sporting Arms^ 

By Wtlliam Greenery 
Author of " The Gun." 

Demy 8vo, with Illustrations. 
Price \4s, cloth. 

"A very comprehensive work. Tbose who 

Seruse it will know almost all, if not all, that 
ooks can teach them of guns and gunnery."— 
Naval and Military Qeuiette. 

"The most Interestlns; work of the kind that 
has come under our notice."— S^a^itrdoi^ Review. 

"We can confidently recommend this hook of 
Gunnery, not only to the professional student, 
hut also to the sportsman."— JNTava^ arid Military 
Herald. 

" Mr. Greener's treatise is suggestive, ample, 
iind elaborate, and deals with the entire subject 
systematically."— il<A«no?ttm. 

"A work or great practical value, which bids 
fair to stand, for many >ear8 to come, the chiet 
practical authority on the Bot^^ct."— Military 
Spectator. 

"An acceptable contribution to professional 
literature, written in a popalsr BtyiB,"— United 
Service Magazine. 



Russo-Turkish Campaigns 
of 1828-9. 

By Colonel Chesney, 

R.A., D.C.L., F.R.S. 

Third Edition. Post 8vo, with Maps. 

Price 12*. cloth. 

"The only work on the suUeet suited to the 
military reader."— UnUed Servtee Gazette. 

" In a strateffic point of view tbis work Is very 
valuable."— JVcw Quarterly. 



The Native Army of India. 

By Brigadier-General Jacob j C*B. 
8vo. Price 2«. 6<i 

The Militiaman. 

With Two Etcliings, by John Lbech. 
Post 8vo. Price 9*. cloth. 

''Very amuainjr. and conveying an impression of 
faithfulness."— ^ottOBoZ Review. 

"A verj' lively, entertaining companion."— 
CrUic. 

"The author is humorous without being wil- 
fully smart, sarcastic without bitterness, and 
shrewd without parading his knowledge and 
power of observation."— £ld^f>re««. 

"Quietly, but humoiously. written." — 
AtheiUBum. 

Military Forces and Insti- 
tutions of Great Britain. 

By H. Byerly Thompson. 
8vo. Price 5». cloth. 

"Awen-arranged and oareftilly dinsted oom* 
pilation, giving a clear insight into the economy 
of the army, and the working of 
system."— it^tMoto^or. 



our military 



Sea Officer's Manual. 

By Captain Alfred Parish,^ 

Second Edition. Small post Svo. 

Price 6*. cloth. 

"A very lueld and oompendlon* mnimrt, ife 
would recommend youths intent upon a seaAuriag 
life to study it."— iifAMMBWM. 

" A little book that ought to be in great request 
among young seamen."— JJxcMiiiMr. 



LEGAL. 



Handbook of British 
Maritime Law. 

By Morice, 
8vo. Price 5s. cloth. 

Commercial Law of the 
World. 

By Leone Levi, 
Two vols, royal 4to. Price 6iL cloth. 

Land Tax of In£a. 

According to the MoohuramiidaaiLaw. 

By N. B, E. Baillie, Esq. 

8vo. Price 6a. cloth. 



Moohummudan Law of 
Sale. 

By N. B. E. Baillie, Esq. 
870. Price 14s« ddtiu 



Moohummudan Law of 
Inheritance. 

By JT. B. E. Baillie, Esq. 
8vo. Price 8». cloth. 



WORKS PUBLISHED BY 



ULUSTfiATED SCIENTIFIC WOBKS. 



Kesults of Astronomical 

Obserrations 

Hade at the Cnpe of Good Hope. 

By Sir John Hergchel. 

4U, wiUi PUtea. Price il. it. dotb. 

Geological Observations 

4>D Coral Beeft, Volcanic Island», and 

on South America. 

Bi/ Charles Darwin, Esq. 

With Mapi, Flateg and Woodcnti. 

Frice lOi. 6d. cloth. 



Zoology of South Africa. 

By Dr. Andrew SmUh. 

Boyal 4to. doth, with Cokmred Plitn 

HUtUALU Jt 



THE 

Botany of the Himalaya. 

By Dr. Forbes Sogle. 

Twovolj.roy. 4to, cloth, with ColonR^ 

F1ate«. Beduced to 5/. 9i. 



The Vital Statistics : On the Treatment of the 



By Joseph Eteart, M.D. 
Beiigal Medical Service. 
Demy 8vo. Price 9s. cloth. 



rHnuie wo [ktaJ to EimpeAQ troopi/'— o^tfti. 

On Disorders of the Blood. I 

Translated hy Chunder Coomal I 
Dey. I 

8vo. Price 7*. 6rf. cloth. 



Cousin Stella; 

Or, CoDflict. 

By the Author of " Violet Bank." 
Three Tolumea. 



By John Conolly, M.D. 
Demy 8vo. Price I4s. cloth. 

"l>r. Cooonr hu embodlod In tbli irork i 
«xpbheDC«t or Lbft dbw ^Hteru or bnwtiDipuln 



On Abscess in the Liver. 



Manual of Therapeutics. 

By E. J. Waring, M.D. 
Fcap 8T0. Price \i>, Gd. cloth. 



Confidences. 

By the Author of " Jiita." 



SMITH, BLDEB AND CO. 



nffSIGS—eontmued. 

Fhantf^tes : 

A Faerie Romance for Men and 



The Cousins' Courtship. 

Sy Jokn R. Wise. 



d6r«l(»«dwlllif>u(HkjJBjnBrliBl tDuuiK. To* 
dficlAsa tttaflt Aw TBItrliml OluaimtoB u3 fiom- 
mentM^mH noltH it idc* abigrntloH.<laUute 
niBinnit, lUMa WBiMiur ftirarkkt li Miutllnl. 
lU^mnM), &■ triS^ttm,«H»alM miire, 
lU H&Dkvtf ntpnteElrHnaH MtatiU lu- 

gaj.g.-a.gisap'JiBgi 

TboAB Vila liBflu to nad Ud ' CouiId^b Oourt- 
■hlv' Tin fluliS Ifc TTb nnlj nuet wllh one pu- 

" A T«iT alB¥w»Ttl: H p«H»u ume eiMj< 
lent qnanitBa. TGa iB«iU uT l)i« book ■» biui, 
Itlltbon^UytniS; w« Ulie It, indwd. Slat It 



The Fool of Quality. 

By Ilennj Brooke. 
New andHevised Edition, with Biogra- 
phical Preface by Ihe Bev. Chab. 
KisoaLKT, Rector of Eversley. 
Two Yola., post 8yo, with Furtrail of 
tlie Author, price 21<. 

Be sdnillleJ,'"— iOiHtruifif liminmlfdB. ' 

Trust for Trust. 

By A. J. Barrowcliffe, 

Author of *' Amberhill." 

Three Tolumei. 

" It la BQldom we And. fireu ta tbim itnmtaMot 
novuL wrltlDg, eo mucn tbat le pIBHUit anl mo 



Ellen Baymond; 

Or, Ups and Downs. 

-By Jfrs. Vidal, 

Author of " Talei for the Buib,'' &", 

Three Tolumes. 

" The otamcrteri (n inoii, the etjla mm, eor- 
nctjbTttk,»Bjinvi."-Iym. 
■'TMe oonlwUiand* mat mur udDlnn." 



Dennes of Daundelyonn. 

By Mrs. Charles J. Proly. 
Tlirce volumes. 



meMlt tolhenovolrwuler/'— tviiic. 

The Two Homes. 

By (lie Author of " The EetT of 

Vallis." 

Three volumes. 

"nerB Is ■ grent dul llist li ver; Kood In tUa 
book— B RTCAt Ofmi or Kood T«lliu uul eneUent 
ilemrn. . . . Thara ire Hiaiir£«l pUttrnTa 
HadBlrHt ana of UTe Hid eoolecjuivTei aiiatMn 
are orldBDcae c£ muoli pa hm afc lD j luui tnuut,"— 

■■■'rheTii'oHinim" Ii ■ mrr lilenr nnrat^ 
iliune lor hti ds-erlptiva niwera. Ttia Sluo^ 
(B BiKKl: thB DlnwaotBTB all .fpeak and Ml oon- 

The Moors and the Fens. 

By F. G. Trajord. 



Three volumes. 




Lost and Won. 
By Georgiana M. Crail, 









An Old Debt. 

By Florence Dawson. 
Two Tolumea. 



WORKS FUBLISIIBD BT 



VIGTIOS—*imtaiiMd, 

My Lady. Th. 

A Tak of Modem Life. 
Two roll 
1. 'S^mi'S^ 



Professor. 

Cwrer Bell. 
Two Tolamea. 




Gaston Bligb. 

By L. S. Lavenu, 
Anihnr of " ErLesmere.' 

Two »olnmp«. 

"TbeitonrlBktIdiritbmal pow; 
ulk Llli« niittomiDuid Iniui. It It ti 
Md, full or iitnlng Inttfiiit mstafniug to 

Sylyan Holt's Daughter, .if 

£1/ Holme Lee, ' 

Author of "Kathie Brande," &c m 

Second Edition. 3 vols. "" 



The Three Chances. 

By ike Author of " The Fair 



The Cruellest Wrong of 
All. ^ 

Bj/ the Author of " Margaret ; or, 

Prejudice at Home." 

One Tola me. 




SMITH, ELDEB AND CO. 



nCnON— con tinutd. 



The Noble Traytom- : 

A Chronicle, 
Three volumes. 



vpm% oT the limvt."—Leaiia'- 

RiverstoD. 

£1/ Oeorgiana M. C^aik. 



Perversion ; 

Or, the Causes and CooBeqacncsB of 

Infidelity. 

Bif the late Rev. W. J. Conyieare. 

Three volumes. 

llnnri with the reader afUrlu hu DlOHIl Ibe 
book."— JCd^rnflun. 

Maud Skillieorne's 
Penance. 

By Mary 0. Jackson, 
Author of "The SWryofmjWardship." 



The Roua Pass. 



— wilb q ODmmand of l&Dgua« wlilDh b 

TtFld Impreisloii.^'— .^u/iuv&j' Affrfnp. 

The White House by the 
Sea: 

A Love Story. 

By I£. Beihatn^Eduxirds. 

Two volunes. 



Extremes. 

5^ Misi E. W. Atkingon, , 

Author of " Memoirs of the Queens of 

Two volumei. 

for our reader!, thw wUI nut h>r^t t1i« ffvinij 

Farina: 

A Legend of Cologne. 
By George Meredith. 
One volume. 
"A niAaque of nvliben Ld ataaL of rotilHr 
loialr. It hH tUo ■ brnTO Mul tuidndSmr. 
Thoiia wlio Lq¥# a raid. Ht^, audaolDaB ptaoa or 
extpava^uioa. ^ g^J or a otaaugBj win njBV 

Friends of Bohemia ; 

Or, Pbaaes of Lomion Life. 

By E. M. Whitty, 

Author of >■ The Qoveniiog Claases." 

Two Tolumea. 

"Mr.Vlilttj li ft oflnnlne ■aCMrt. omplivbiA 
ntintBi %mm^vatvi*t. Von luiSkirttiliS 
»r< mnok Jt lU^a IpuhtH ti tmti an* rMlm 

» ■"■ j^s?» sssyra 

iTTtlDBD."— jiSEwMM. 

The Ev8 of St. Mark. 

A Bomance of VGDiEe. 

By Thomas Dovileday. 

Two Totunies. 

"■ The Eto DT Bt. knrk ■ li iHiI anb weU wiinaB. 
Ll adroitly eDaatrDOKed. ujd 1DUa«anu. Ita 

Stories and Sketches. 

£r/ Janes Payn. 



Undine. 

From the German of "De La 

MotU Fovque." 

Price It. «d. 

The Rectory of Vakhead. 

By the Sea. R. W. Evani. 
ToftB, doth. Piks 3*. 
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(^hn^ j^cri^s 4 $s^nl^ Wor^z, 



Life of Charlotte Bronte 

(Cnrrer Bell), 

Author of " Jtne Eyre," tec 

By Mrs. Ganktll. 

Price ii. Gd. 



iiiinmtlvnliiliiipls,d1mKiatflU]JhUfl,uiuAyot«l. 
SbednlU on lHrnW«'>duruL«^»tli kdhiuiI; 
laet. Ukonmfb aDAentHidln^, mud dollnta bIi- 
BvlrtondonHH. Mimj iHrU or tho book cumol 
Mn*dirniiontdi(v.e<ni^f«lnni]eiiii>iiaiii «U] 

Lectures on the English 
Humourists 

Of tlK Eighteenth Centnrj. 

By W. M. Thackeray, 

Author of Tinity Fair," "EimoDtl," 

" The Virginimn," &c. 

Price a«. gJ. cloth. 



r Tiildii the IDuuKhM are 

b ■■ Itt Ar tli« uoib Aeo«pU1il« of tit- 
'■ wriunti. Hit srAptalc atrle. hlB 
■«l iplrlL bit umlytlohl power»» lila 
IdBHI, Ul ihnwdnva, and Us gentle - 



British India. 

By Harriet Marlineau. 
Price 2». 6rf. cloth, 

*'Lucld, fflDWlUB, ajid Intlructlve esu 
;'A good wmpeiKUiim of a grf 





Jane Eyre. 






reibiuHi and DrialbBlIU'. tj 
inialir (eUdD' Id Iha Osuii 
»iKfT«td In UH juMlTunoa i 

n*til> IbU Ma U nSiVS&l <- 

nd to utuna Ua owo Vj^ot in the bri^hi 



thoi^bt 

"S5 




oh lDdLoat«asiqalaltfl reeling, lad 

wlaa. The hculljof Itafihlc daaorlptloB.atnM 
ImaglnaLkoa, (IDrTM lutd maaenUiw dlotkm, aaa- 




Political Economy of Art. 

Sy John Euskin, M.A. 
Price as. 6d. cloth. 

"A Boal aSla. alMuaot. and wall- timed mat. 
■-Mr. Kualiln'a ohJef PnrJo»s la to treat lla 

Italian Campaigns of 
General Bonaparte. 

By George Hooper. 
With a Map. Price 2*. &d. cloth. 



thohlJea. the Boamrii 
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Wuthering Heights and 
Agnes Grey- 
By Ellis and Acton Belt. 
With Memoir by CtiimKE Bell. 
Price 2s. 6rf. cloth. 



niMghl.'otirthiilhmJ nuiolUl. out or 
mirbt 1» pnmiL It hubfttbHldaraba 
tiuA ba diaw auu wtaMh Ihe phiiloii 



A Lost Love. 

£y Ashford Owen. 
Price 3*. cloth. 

'%. No cntUiis or [ho aarj woaiF^ie lu 
ilMa oFuie maer't imtnn."— jycb. 

Deerbrook. 

Bif Barriet Martineau. 
Price 2s. flrf. cloth. 



Domestic Stories. 

Bt/ the Author of " John Halifax, 

Gentleman." 
Price 2(. 6d. cloth. 





Tales of the Colonies. 



Kpirit nriraiiiBncg.and ha> •lIoRelbsFinucho 

Romantic Tales 

Clnclading "Avillion") 
Sif the Author of " John Halifax, 

Qentleman." 
A New Edition. Price 2: ed. cloth. 






Paul Ferroll. 

Fourth EditioD. Price 3i. cloth. 



School for Fathers. 

By Talbot Owt/nne. 
Price 2s. cloih. 

^ ti»] plenwuitiiflb tala w«liftT«T«Ulft>riiiiijaffjL 
H-. II 1* ■ itoQ ome nutar ana jpS Hw 
ua. ind livDn BUj uwUalU ntlt tKiJu 



^-;^^ 



The Tenant of Wildfell 
Hall. 

Bs ArAon Bell. 

Jtut rea^, 
Kathie Brando: 

The Fireside History of a Quiet IA&. 

By Holme Lee, 
Author of " Sylvan HoU'g Daughter." 

Below the Surface. 

By Sir A. H. Elton, Bart., M.P. 
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WORKS PUBLISHED BY 



Jmji|mlt and (B&nptmnl 

NEW BOOKS FOBTOUNG REAPERS, 

The Parents' Cabinet 

Of Amusement and Instrnction for Young Persons. 

New Edition, carefiilly revised, in Twelve Shilling Volumes, each 
complete in itself, and containing a full page Illustration in Oil 
Colours, with Wood Engravings, in ornamented boards. 

CONTENTS. 
AMUSING STORIES, all tendinc to the development of good qualities, and the aToidiinee of fhnlte. 
BIOORAPniC\li ACCOUNTS OP KRMAUKARLR CHARACTERS, interesting to Young People. 
SIMPLB NARRATIVES OP HISTORICAL EVENTS, suited to the oaoaoity of children. 
HLUOIDATIONS OP NATURAL HISTORY, adapted to encourage habits of obeenratlon. 
FAMILIAR EXPLANATIONS OF NOTABLE SCIENTIFIC DISCOVERIES ANli MECHANICAL 

IWBNTIONS. 
LIVBLT ACCOUNTS OP THE GBOGRAPHT. INHABITANTS, AND PRODUCTIONS OF 

DI7FBRBNT COUNTRIES. 

Mi88 Edoxwostr'8 Optttion of the Pabxfts' CiLBDrxr :— 
**! ahnoct flMl afiraid of praising It as much as I think it deserves. . . . There Is so modi 
TMtotarln the book that It cannot tire. It alternately excites and relieves attention, and does not lesi 
to ^BMMl habit or fHttering awajr the mind by requiring no exertion ftrom the reader. . . . Whoever 
yoar seientlfle assodirte is, he nnaerstands his business and children's capabilities rtsht vntL . . . 
without leeturtng. or prosing, you keep the right and the, wrong clearly marked, and hence sfl 
the aympcUhy of the young people is always enlisted on the right side." 

*^* The work is now complete in 4 vols, extra cloth, gilt edges, at 
3s. 6 J. each ; or in 6 vols, extra cloth, gilt edges, 25. 6d, each. 



By the AvUior of ** Bound the Fire,** &c. 

Unica : 

A Story for a Sunday Afternoon. 

With Four Illustrations. 2s. 6d. cloth. 

"This tale, like its author's former ones, will 
find favour in the nunery."—AtlieneBum. 

"The character of Unica is chanuinatly ron- 
oeived, and the story pleasantly to\d,^'— Spec- 
tator, 

II. 

Old Gingerbread and the 
Schoolboys. 

With Four Coloured Plates. 2*. 6d. cl. 

"*01d Gingerbread and the School-boys' is 
delightful, and the drawing and colouring of the 
pictorial part done with spirit and correctness." 

—Pt0$s, 

•'This tale is very good, the descriptions being 
natural, with a feeling of country freshness."— 
Speetatar. 

III. 

Willie's Birthday : 

Showing how a Little Boy did wliat he 

Liked, and how he Enjoyed it. 
With Four Illustrations. 2». cloth. 



Willie's' Eest : 

A Sunday Story. 

With Four Illustrations. 2s. cloth. 

••Extremely well written story books, amusine 
and moral, and got up in a very handsome style.^' 
^'Mominff Herald' 



V. 



Uncle Jack, the Fault 
Killer. 

With Four Illustrations. 28. Sd. cloth. 

VI. 

Round the Fire: 

Six Stories for Young Readers. 

Square 16mo, with Four BlustratioDS. 

Price 28. 6rf. cloth. 

"Simple and very interesting."— Aafiosal 
Reviev. 
" True children's BtoritB."—Atkenmum. 



The King of the Golden 
Kiver ; 

Or, the Black Brothers. 

Bi/ John Ruakiriy M.A, 

Third Edition, with 22 niustrationsbj 

Richard Doyle. Price 2«. 6</. 

" Tills little fan(^ tale Is by a master-hand. The 
story has a charming moraL"— JBvaiiUiitfr. 

Investigation ; 

Or, Travels in the Boud(nr. 

By Miss Halsted. 
Fcap cloth. Price Zs. 6d. 

Rhymes for Little Ones. 

With 16 Illustrations. Is, Qd, doth. 



SMITH, ELDER AND CO. 
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Jtttrenile Knd Muadmul—^^ontinued. 



Stories from the Parlour 
Printing Press. 

J5y the Authors of the " Parent's 

Cabinet. ^^ 

Fcap 8vo. Price 2*. cloth. 



Eeligi 



ion in Common Life. 

By William Ellis. 
Post 8vo. Price 7«. 6d. cloth. 

" A book Addressed to young people of the 
upper ten thousand upon social duties."— 
£xafniner. 

" Lessons in Political Economy for young people 
by n skilAU hiind."—Economi»t. 



Little Derwent's Breakfast. 

Price 28. doth. 

Juvenile Miscellany. 

Six Engravings. Price 2*. 6d. cloth. 



-•o*- 



-«o»- 



Books for the Blind. 

Printed in raised Roman letters, at 

the Glasgow Asylum. 
A List of the books, with their prices, may be 
had on application. 



Elementary Works on 
Social Economy. 

By William Ellis. 
Uniform in foolscap 8vo, half-hound. 

I.-OUTLINES OF SOCIAL ECONOMY. U.M. 
II.-PROGRESSIVE LESSONS IN SOCLAL 
SCIENCE 
III.-INTRODUCTION TO THE SOCIAI* 

SCIENCES Sc 
IV.-OUTLINES OF THE UNDESSTANDINQ. 
2$. 
V.-WHAT AM IP WHERE AM IP WHAT 
OUGHT I TO DO P Ao. U. sewed. 

*•* hese works are recommended by the Com- 
mittee of Council on Eduoatlon. 



i^trg. 



Homely Ballads 

For the Working Man's Fireside. 

Bf/ Mary Sewell. 

Ninth Thousand. Post 8vo, cloth, 1*. 

•* Very good verses conveying very useful les- 
sons."— Lwcrory Gazette, 

" Simple poems, well suited to the taste of the 
classes for whom they are written."— C/ofe*. 

" There is a real homely flavour about them, and 
they contain sound and wholesome lessons."— 
Critic. 

Wit and Humour. 

By Leigh Hunt. 
Price 58. cloth. 



lonica. 



Fcap 



-•o*- 



Jar of Honey from Hybla. 

By Leigh Hunt. 
Price 5s. cloth. 



-*<>*- 



Sketches from Dover 
Castle, and other Poems. 

By Lieut.- Col. William Bead. 
Crown 8vo. Price 7s. 6d. cloth. 

"Elegant and graceful, and distinguished by a 
tone or sentiment, which renders Colonel Read's 
volume very pleasant reading for a leisure hour." 
^Daily News. 

" It IS noD often that the heroic couplet is in 
these ddys so graoefullv written. Colonel Read is 
to be congratulated 0'> his success in bending this 
Ulyssean bow. His little volume contains some 
very fine lyrics."— £ea<f«r. 



8vo. Price 4«. cloth. 

"The themes, mostly classical, are grappled 
with boldness, and toneidwith a lively imagination. 
The style is rich and firm, and cannot be said to 
be an imitation of amr known author. We cor- 
dially recommend it to our readers as a book of 
real poetry."— Critic. 

The Six Legends of King 
Goldenstar. 

By the late Anna Bradatreet. 

Fcap 8vo. Price 5*. 

" The aHthor evinces more than ordinary power, 
a vivid imagination, guided by a mind of lofty 
aim."— Olobe. 

" The poetry is tasteful, and above the average." 
—National Review. 

" This is a posthunuma poem by an unknown 
authoress, of higher scope and more finish than 
the crowd of poems whleh eome before us. The 
fanc7 throughout the poem is quick and light, and 
musical."— ^/ Atffumtm. 



-*o*- 



National Songs and 
Legends of Roumania. 

Translated hy E. C. Grenville 

Murray J Esq. 
With Music, crown Svo. Price 2*. 6d, 

Poems of Past Years. 

By Sir A. H. Elton, Bart., M.P. 
Fcap Svo. Price 3*. cloth. 

" A reflned[, scholarly, and gentlemanly mind is 
apparent all through this ToKune."— Xrader. 
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A Man's Heart : a Poem. 

By Dr. Charles Machay. 

Author of ** Life and Liberty in 

America." 

Pott 8yo. Price 5«. cloth. 

Magdalene: a Poem. 

Fcap 8vo. Price 1«. 

"Barelj have w« bera mom deeply tonehed 
tlian in rfMMllug this wonderful little book. There 
la nothing more sweet, more toaehinK in tl.e 
Kngllah liuifriuMte than this exquisite poem." — 
JJoruina Herald, 



By 



Poems. 

Ada Trevanwn. 

Price 58. cloth. 

"There realty is a valoe in sneh poema as those 
of Ada Treranlon. Perhaps nowhere can we point 
to a more satlsflMtoty fruit of Ohriatiaa eiTUi- 
sation than in a volume like this."— Satardajr 
Jtniew. 

Poems. 

By Henry Cecil, 
Price 5». cloth. 

*' If Xr. Oeeil does not make hin name fhrnouR. it 
is not that he does not deserve to do no."— Critic. 

" There is an unmistakeable stamp of genuine 
poetry in most of these pa^en."—£coHOJki$t. 

England in Time of War. 

By Sydney Dobell, 

Author of ** Balder,'*'" The Roman," &c. 

Crown 8vo. Price 5«. cloth. 
"Tliat Mr. Dobell is a poet, ' England in time of 
WHr' bears witness."— ^Itik^fMBttm. 

The Cruel Sister, 

And other Poems. 
Fcap 8vo. Price 4s. cloth. 

** There are traces of power, nnd the versifica- 
tion displays flreedom and skill."— OiMirdiaii. 

Balder. 

By Sydney DohelL 
Crown 8vo. Price 7*. 6d, cloth. 

Poems. 

By Mary Maynard. 
Fcap 8vo. Price 4«. cloth. 

" We have rarely met with a volume of poems 
dlnpIayinK so large an amount of power, blended 
with so much dPlinnny of fftelinK and frrace of 
expression." Church of England Quarterljf, 

Poems. 

By William Bell Scott. 
Fcap 8to. Price 5«. clotH^ 



Stilicho: a Traged 

By George MaUam, 
Fcap 8TO. 

Poenis* 

By Mrs. Frank P. Fellou 
Fcap 8to. Price 3c. doth. 

"There is easy simplicity in the dietii 
elegant naturalness in the thoo^t.**— ^S3p« 

Poetry from Life. 

By C, M. K, 

Fcap 8vo, cloth gilt Price 5 

" Kleitnut verseR. The author has a pi 
fhncy and a refined mind."— JSbONOflHst. 

Poems. 

By Walter H, Cassels. 
Fcap 8vo. Price 3*. ed. cloth 



** Mr. Cassels has deep poetical feettng, iUM 
promise of real excellence. His poeuis are ■ 
sometimes with a strenarth of(Bxpre8siaa 
means common."— Guat-tfi 



itait. 



Garlands of Verse. 

By Thomas Leigh, 

Price 5.9. cloth. 
" One of the best things in the * Garlai 
TerHe' is an Ode to Toil. There, as else* 
there is excellent feeling."— JExamtuw. 

Poems. 

By Currevj ElliSy and Acton 1 
Price As. cloth. 

Select Odes of Horac 

' In English Lyrics. 

By J. T. Black. 
Fcap Svo. Price 4^. cloth. 

" Rendered into Enelish Lyrics with a vi 
and hc«ftr tineas rarely, if ever, surpassed."— C 

Rhymes and Recollectic 

Of a Hand-Loom Weaver. 
By William Thorn. 
With a Memoir. Post 8vo, cloth, 



-.♦.- 



King Rene's Daughter 

Fcap Svo. Price 2s. 6d. cloth. 



"♦!>♦- 



Maid of Orleans, 

And other Poems. 

Translated from Scliiller. 

Fcap 8vo. Price 25. 6<f. 



London t Pnmtd b^* Smi 
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7 



% 



t^i 



> 






I 

i 



If 



I 



\ 



